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SONGS AND SONNETS 

OF THE 

EARL OF SURREY. 

DESCRIPTION OF THE RESTLESS STATE OF A LOVER, WITH 
SUIT TO HIS LADY, TO RUE ON HIS DYING HEART. 

THE sun hath twlce brought forth his tender green, 
Twice clad the earth in lively lustiness; 
Once have the winds the trees despoiled clean, 
And once again begins their cruelness; 
Since 1 bave hid under my breast the harm 
That never sha|| recover healthfulness. 
The winter's hurt recovers with the warm ; 
The parched green restored is with shade; 
Vrhat warmth a|as ! may serve for to disarm 
The frozen heart, that mine in flame hath ruade? 
hat cold again is able to restore 
5Iy fresh green years, that wither thus and fade? 
Alas ! I see nothing hath hurt so sore 
But rime, in time, reduceth a return : 
In rime my harm increaseth more and more, 
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And seems to have my cure always in scorn. 
Strange kinds of death, in life that I do try! 
At hand, to melt; far ofF, in flame to burn. 
And like as time list to my cure apply, 
So doth each place my comfort clean refuse. 
Ail thing alive, that seeth the heav'ns with e3"e , 
Vith cloke of night may cover and excuse 
Itself from travail of the day's unrest, 
Save I, Mas! against ail others use, 
That then stir up the torments of my breast; 
And curse each "star as causer of my rate. 
And when the sun bath eke the dark opprest, 
And brought the day, it doth nothing abate 
The travails of mine endless smart and pain. 
}'or then, as one that hath the light in hate, 
I wish for nig|lt more covertly to plain; 
And me vithdraw from every haunted place, 
Lest by my cheer my chance appear too plain : 
And in my mind I measure pace by pace, 
To seek the place where I myself had lost, 
That day that I was tangled in the lace, 
In seeming slack that knitteth ever most. 
But never yet the travail of my thought 
Of better state, could catch a cause to boast. 
For if I round sometime that I bave sought, 
Those stars, by whom I trusted of the port, 
My salis do fall, and I advance right nought, 
As anchred fast : my sprites do ail resort 
To stand agazed, and slnk in more and m6re 
The deadly barre, which she doth take in sport. 
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Lo ! if I seek, how I do find my sore ! 
And if I flee, I carry with me still 
The venom'd shaft which doth his force restore 
By haste of flight; and I may plain my fill 
Unto myself, unless this careful song 
Print in your heart some parcel of my tene. 
For I, alas ! in silence ail too long, 
Of mine old hurt yet feel the wound but green. 
Rue on my lire ; or else your cruel wrong 
Shall well appear, and by my death be seen. 

DESCRIPTION OF SPRING, WHEREIN EACH THING 
RENEWS, SAVE ONLY THE LOVER. 

TnE soote season, that bud and bloom forth bring% 
With green hath clad the hill, and eke the raie; 
The nightingale with feathers new she sings; 
The tmoEle to her makc hath told ber tale. 
Summer is corne, for every spray now springs. 
The hart hath hong his old head on the pale; 
The buck in brake his winter coat he flings; 
The fishes flete with new repaired scale; 
The adder ail her slough away she flings; 
The swift swallow pursueth the files small; 
The busy bee ber honey now she mings; 
ATinter is worn that was the flowers' baie. 
And thus I see among these pleasant things 
Each care decays, and yet my sorrow springs. 
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DESCRIPTION OF THE RESTLESS STATE OF A 
LOVER. 

SVnEt Youth had led me half the race 
That Cupid's scourge had made me run; 
I looked back to mete the place 
From whence my weary course begun. 

And then I saw how my desire 
lXlisguiding me had led the way: 
BIine eyen, too greedy of their hire, 
Had made me lose a better prey. 

For when in sighs I spent the day, 
And could hot cloke my grief with game, 
The boiling smoke did still bewray 
The persant heat of secret flame. 

And when sait tears do bain my breast, 
Where Love his pleasant trains hath sown; 
Her beauty bath the fruits opprest, 
Ere that the buds were sprong and blown. 

And when mine eyen did still pursue 
The flying chase of their request; 
Their greedy looks did oft renew 
The hidden wound within my breast. 
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When every look these cheeks might stain, 
From deadly pale to glowing red; 
By outward signs appeared plain, 
To her, for help, my heart was fled. 

But ail too late Love learneth me 
To paint ail kind of colours new; 
To blind their eyes that else should see 
My speckled cheeks with Cupid's hue. 

And now the covert breast I daim, 
That worshipt Cupid secretly, 
And nourished his sacred flame: 
From whence no blasying sparks do fl)'. 

DESCRIPTION OF THE FICKLE AFFECTIONS, PANGS, 
AND SLE[GHTS OF LOVE. 

Sucs wayward ways hath Love," that most part in discord 
Our wills do stand, whereby our hearts'" but seldom do accord. 
Deceit « is his delight,'" and to beguile and mock 
The simple hearts, whom he doth strike'" with froward, «diverse stroke. 
He causeth th' one to rage" with golden burning dart; 
And doth allay with leaden cold'" again the other heart. 
Vhote gleams of burning tire," and easy sparks of flame, 
In balance of unequal weight'" he pondereth by aire. 
From easy lord, where 1" might wade and pass full well, 
He me withdraws, and doth me drive'" into a dark deep hell ; 
And me withholds where I" ara cail'd, and offer'd place, 
And wills me that my mortal foe" I do  beseech of graco. 
 in; is» 1574. d divers,  bêseke. 
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He lets me to pursue" a conquest weli near won, 
To fi»ilow where my pains were lost," ere that my suit begun. 
So by this means I know," how soon a heart may turn, 
From war to peace, from truce to strife," and so again return. 
I know how to content" myself in others lust; 
Of little stuff unto myself" to weave a xx'eb of trust ; 
And how to hide my harms" with soft dissembling cheer, 
When in my face the painted thoughts" would outwardly appear. 
I know how that the blood'" forsakes the face for dread; 
_And how by shame it stains again," the cheeks with flaming red. 
I know under the green," the serpent how he lurks ; 
The hammer of the restless forge" 1 wote eke how it works. 
I know, and can by rote," the raie that I would tell, 
But oft the words corne forth awry" of him that loveth well. 
I know in heat and cold'" the loyer how he shakes; 
In singing how he doth complain" in sleeping how he wakes. 
To languish without aeh," sickless for to consume, 
A thousand things tbr to devise," resolving ail in fume. 
And though he list to see" his lad.y's grace full sore, 
Such pleasures as delight his eye," do hot his health restore. 
1 know to seek the track" of my desired foe, 
And fear to final that I do seek :" but chiefly this I know, 
That loyers must transform" into the thing belov'd, 
And live, Mas! who would believe?" with sprite from life remov'd. 
I know in hearty sighs," and laughters of the spleen, 
At once to change my state m3' will," and eke my colour clean. 
I know how to deceive" razself with others help; 
And how the lion chastised is," by beating of the whelp. 
In standing near my tire," I know how that I freeze; 
Far off I burn, in both I waste," and so my life I lese. 
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I know how love doth rage" upon a yielding mind; 
How small a net may take, and meash" a heart of gentle kind: 
Or else with seldom sweet" to season heaps of gall; 
Revived with a glimpse of grace," old sorrows to let fall. 
The hidden trains I know," and secret snares of love; 
How soon a look will print a thought," that never may remove. 
The slipper state I know," the sudden turns from wealth, 
The doubtful hope, the certain woe," and sure despair of health. 
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COMPLAINT OF A LOVER THAT DEFIED LOVE, AND WAS 
BY LOVE AFTER THE MORE TORMENTED. 

XVHEs Summer took in hand" the winter to assail, 
"With force of might, and virtue great,'" his stormy blasts to quail : 
And when he clothed fair" the earth about with green, 
And every tree nev garmented," that pleasure was to seen: 
Mine heart gan new revive," and changed blood did stir, 
5Ie to withdraw my winter woes," that kept within the rdurre. 
"Abroad," gquoth my desire," " assay to set thy foot, 
" XVhere thou shalt find the savour sweet," for sprong is every root. 
'« And to thy health, if thou" were sick in any case, 
" Nothing more good, than in the spring" the air to feel a space. 
"There shalt thou hear and see'" ail kinds of birds y-wrought, 
"Well tune their voice with warble small,"as nature hath them taught.'" 
Thus pricked me my lust" the sluggish house to leave, 
And for my health 1 thought it best" such counsel to receive. 
So on a morrow forth," unwist of any -ight, 
I went to prove how well it would" my heav' burden light. 
And when I thlt the air" so pleasant round about, 
Lord! to myself how glad I was" that I had gotten out. 

f dote i durre» 1.61 1514. 

g quod. 
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There might I see how Ver" had every blossom hent, 
And eke the new betrothed birds," y-coupled how they vent; 
And in their songs, methought," they thanked Nature much, 
That by her license ail that year" to love, their hap was such ; 
Right as they could devise" to h choose them feres throughout: 
With much rejoicing to their Lord," thus flew they ail about. 
Which vhen I gan resolve," and in my head conceive, 
XVhat pleasant lire, what heaps of joy," these little birds receive; 
And saw in what estate I," sveary man, was brought, 
By want of that, they had at will," and I reject at nought; 
Lord  how I gan in wrath" unwisely me demean ! 
I cursed Love, and him defied.f" I thought to turn the stream. 
But when I well beheld," he had me under awe, 
I asked mercy for my fault," that so transgrest his law : 
"Thou blinded god," i quoth I," " forgive me this oflbnce, 
"Unwittingly I svent about" to malice thy pretence." 
Veherewith he gave a beck," and thus metbought he swore ; 
"Thy sorrow ought sunïce to pro'ge" thy fault, if it vere more." 
The virtue of which sound" mine heart did so revive, 
That I, methought, was ruade as whole" as any man alive. 
But here I may perceive" mine errour, ail and some, 
For that I thought that soit was;'" yet was it still undone : 
And ail that, was no more" but mine expressed mind, 
That fain would have some good relief," of Cupid well assign'd. 
I turned home forthwith," and might perceive it well, 
That he aggrieved was right sore" with me for my rebel. 
My harms bave ever since" increased more and more, 
And l remain without his help," undone for evermore. 
A mirror let me be'" unto ye loyers ail; 
Strive not with Loee, for if 3"e do," it will ye thus befall. 

chose.  quod. 
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COMPLA|NT OF A LOVER REBUKED. 

Love., that liveth and reigneth in my thought» 
That built his seat within my captive breast; 
Clad in the arms wherein with me he fought, 
Ot$ in my face he doth his banner test. 
She, that me taught to love, and surfer pain, 
5iy doubtful hope, and eke my hot desire 
V'ith shamefast cloak to shadow, and restrain, 
Her smiling grace converteth straight to ire. 
And coward Love then to the heart apace 
Taketh his flight, whereas he lurks, and plains 
His purpose lost, and dare hot shew his face: 
For my Lord's guilt, thus faultless bide I pains. 
Yet from my Lord shall hot my foot remove : 
Sweet is his death that takes his end by love. 

COMPLAINT OF THE LOVER DISDAINED. 

1 Cyprus springs, whereas dame Venus dwelt, 
A well so hot is, that who tastes the saine, 
V'ere he of stone, as thawed ice should melt, 
And kindled find his breast with fired flame; 
V'hose moist poison dissolved bath my heart. 
VTith creeping tire my cold limbs are supprest: 
Feeleth the heart that harbour'd freedom, smart: 
Endless despair long thraldom bath imprest. 
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Another well of frozen ice is round, 
Vhose chilling renom of repugnant kind, 
The fervent heat doth quench of Cupid's wound, 
And with the spot of change infects the mind: 
V(hereof my dear bath tasted to my pain ; 
,Vhereby my service grows into disdain. 

DESCRIPTION AND PRAISE OF IIIS LOVE GERALDINE. 

FnOM Tuscane came my Lady's worthy race; 
Fair Fh»rence was sometime k their ancient seat; 
The western i»le whose pleasant shore doth face 
XVild Camber's clitt, first gave her lively heat. 
Foster'd she was with milk of Irish breast : 
Her sire, an Earl; her dame, of Princes blood. 
Froln tender years, in Britain did she test, 
V(ith a King's chihl, who tasteth ghostly fi»od. 
Honsdon did first present ber to mine eyen: 
Bright is lier hue, and Geraldine she hight. 
Hampton me taught to wish ber fil'st for mine ; 
And XVindsor, alas ! doth chase me from ber sight. 
Her beauty of kind, her vil'tues from above : 
Happy is he that can obtain her love. 

THE FRAILTY AND HURTFULNESS OF BEAUTY. 

BRITTLE beauty, that nature ruade so frail, 
XVhereof the gift is small, and short the season ; 
Flow'ring to-day, to-morrow apt to rail ; 
Tickle treasure, abhorred of reason: 

k hot. 
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Dangerous to deal with, vain, of none avail; 
Costly in keeping, past not worth two peason; 
Slipper in sliding, as is an eel's tail; 
Hard to attain, once gotten not geason : 
Jewel of jeopardy, that peril doth assail; 
False and untrue, enticed oft to treason; 
En'my to youth, that most may I bewail; 
Ah ! bitter sweet, infecting as the poison, 
Thou farest as fruit that with the frost is taken, 
To day ready ripe, to-morrow ail to shaken. 

11 

A COMPLAI_NT BY bilGHT OF THE LOVER NOç 
BELOVED. 

A.^s! so ail things now do hold their peace! 
Heaven and earth disturbed in nothng; 
The beasts, the air, the birds their song do cease, 
The nightès car the stars about doth bring. 
Calm is the sea; the waves work less and less : 
So ara not I, whom love, Mas! doth wring, 
Bringing before my face the great increase 
Of my desires, whereat I weep and sing, 
In joy and wo, as in a doubtful ease; 
For my sweet thoughts sometime do pleasure bring; 
But by and by, the cause of my disease 
Gives me a pang, that inwardly doth sting; 
,Vhen that I think what grief it is again, 
To lire and lack the thing should rid my pain. 

 chare. 
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I1OW EACH THING, SAVE TtIE LOVER, IN SPRING 
REVIVETH TO PLEASURE. 

VIEN Windsor walls sustain'd my wearied arm, 
5Iy hand, my chin, to ease my retless head ; 
Set pleasant plots revested green with warm : 
The blossom'd boughs, ith l usty Ver y-spread; 
The flower'd meads, the wedded birds so late, 
.Mine eves discover; and to my mind resort 
Thejoll.v woes, the hateless, short debate, 
The rakehell life, that longs to love's disport. 
"Wherewith, Mas! the hea'y charge of care 
Heapt in my breast, breaks forth against my will, 
In smoky sighs that overcast the air. 
 My vapour'd eyes such dreary tears distil, 
The tender spring which quicken, here they fall ; 
And I half bent to throw me don withal. 

VOW TO LOVE FAITHFULLY HOWSOEVER HE BE 
REVARDED. 

S-" me whereas the sun do parch the green, 
Or where his beams do not dissolve the ice; 
In temperate heat, where he is felt, and seen ; 
In presence prest of people, mad, or wise; 
Set me in high, or yet in low degree; 
In longest night, or in the shortest day 
In clearest sky, or where clouds thickest be} 
In lusty youth» or when my hairs are gray: 
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Set me in heav'n, in earth, or else in hell, 
In hill, or dale, or in the foan.ing flood; 
Thrall, or at large, alive where so I dwell, 
Sick, or in health, in evil faine or good, 
Hers will I be ; and only with this thought 
Content myself, although my chance be nought. 

COMPLAINT THAT HIS LADY, AFTER SHE KNEW OF 
tlIS LOVE, KEPT HER FACE ALWAY HIDDEN 
FROM HIM. 

I NEV. saw my Lady lay apart 
Her cornet black, in cold nor yet in heat, 
Sith first she knew my grief was grown so great, 
Which other fancies driveth from my heart; 
That to myself I do the thought reserve, 
The which unwares did wound my woful breast: 
For on her face mine eyes = might never rest, 
Since that she knew I did ber love, and serve: 
Her golden tress is clad alway with black, 
Her smiling looks to hide thus evermore, 
And that restrains which I desire so sore. 
So doth this cornet govern n me, alack ! 
In summer suu, in winter's breath of frost, 
Thereby the light of her fait looks I lost. 

me mought,  my; me, 1574. 
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REQUEST TO HIS LOVE TO JOIN BOUITY WITH 
BEAUTY. 

TuE golden gift that Nature did thee give, 
To fasten ri'tends, and feed them at thy xill; 
X,'ith form and favour taught me to believe, 
1 low thou art matie to shew her greatest skill. 
,Vhose hidden virtues are hOt so unknown, 
But lively domes might gather at the first; 
,Vhel'e beauty so her perfect seed bath son, 
Of other graces follow needs there must. 
Now certes, Gaffer, since ail this is truc, 
That from above thy gifts are thus elect, 
Do hot deface them then with fancies new: 
iX*or change of minds, let not thy mind infect: 
But merc3r him thy friend, that doth thee serve» 
A'ho seeks alway thine honour to preserve. 

PRISONED IN WINDSOR, HE RECOUNTETH HIS PLEASURE 
THERE PASSED. 

So cruel prison how could betide, alas ! 
As proud ,Vindsor .9 where I in lust and joy, 
,Vith a Kiug's son, my childish years did pass, 
In greater feasts than Priam's sons of Troy; 
i'here each sweet place returns a taste full sour: 
The large green courts, where we were wont to hove, 
Vqth eyes cast up into the Maidens' tower» 
And easy sighs, such as folk draw in love: 
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The stately seats, the ladies bright of hue; 
The dauces »hot't, long tales of great delight; 
Vith words, and looks, that tigers could but rue, 
lVhere each of us did plead the other's right: 
The paime-play, where, dispoiled for the gaine, 
A'ith dazed eyes oft we by gleams of love, 
Have miss'd the ball, and got sight of our dame, 
To bait her eyes, which kept the leads above: 
The gravel ground, with sleeves tied on the hehn, 
On foaming horse, with swords and fi'iendly hearts; 
With cheer, as though one should another whelm, 
Vhere we have fought, and chased oft with darts : 
"Vith sil,'er drops the mead yet spread for ruth ; 
In active games of nilnbleness and strength, 
,Vhere we did strain, trained with swarms of youth, 
Our tender limbs, that yet shot up in length: 
The secret g,-oves, which oft we ruade resound 
Of pleasant plaint, and of our ladies' praise ; 
Recording oft what grace each one had found, 
lVIlat hope of speed, what dread of long dela)'s: 
The wild forest, the clothed holts with green; 
lVith reins availed, anti swift y-breathed horse, 
lVith cry of hounds, and merry blasts between, 
Yhere we did chase the fearful hart of force: 
The wide vales eke, that harbour'd us each night: 
,Vherewith, alas! reviveth in my breast 
The sweet accord, such sleeps as )'et delight; 
The pleasant dreams, the quiet bed of rest; 
secret thoughts, imparted with such trust; 
The wauton talk, the divers change of play; 

The 
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The friendship sworn, each promise kept so just, 
XVherewith we past the winter nights away. 
And with this thought the blood forsakes the face; 
The tears berain my cheeks of deadly hue : 
The which, as soon as sobbing sighs, alas! 
Up-supped have, thus I my plaint renew: 
" 0 place of bliss! renewer of my woes! 
" Give me account, where is my noble fere? 
" Whom in thy walls thou dost each night enclose; 
"To other lief, but unto nie most dear.'" 
Echo, alas! that doth my sorrow rue, 
Returns thereto a hollow sound of plaint. 
q'hus I alone, where ail my freedom grew, 
In prison pine, with bondage and restraint: 
Alld with remembrance of the greater grief, 
To banish the less, 1 find my chief relief. 

THE LOVER COMFORTETH HIMSELF WITH 
WORTHINESS OF HIS LOVE. 

WHv, N rang love with extreme pain 
5Iost cruelly distrains my heart; 
When that my tears, as floods of rain, 
Bear witness of my woful smart; 
XVhen sighs have wasted so my breath 
That I lie at the point of death: 

I call to mind the navy great 
That the Greeks brought to Troy town, 
And how the boisterous winds did beat 
Their ships, and rent their sails adown; 

THE 
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Till Agamemnon's daughter's blood 
Appeas'd the gods that them ithstood. 

'nd how that in those ten years war 
Full many a bloody deed was done; 
And many a lord that came full far, 
There caught lais bane, alas ! too soon ; 
And many a good knight overrun, 
Before the Greeks had Helen won. 

17 

Then think I thus; "" Sith such repair, 
" So long time war of valiant men, 
 ' X, Vas ail to wln a lady fair, 
"" Shall I hot learn to surfer then ? 
"And think my life well spent to be, 
" Serving a worthier wight than she ?" 

Therefore I never will repent, 
But pains contented still endure; 
For like as when, rough winter spent, 
The pleasant spring straight draweth in ure ; 
So after raglng storms of care, 
Joyful at lenh ma)' be my fare. 

D 
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COMPLAINT, OF THE ABSENCE OF HER LOVER, BEING 
UPON THE SEA. 

0 HAPPY dames! that may embrace 
The fruit of your delight; 
Help to bewail the woful case, 
And eke the heavy plight, 
Of me, that wonted to rejoice, 
The fortune of my pleasant choice: 
Good ladies, help to ffll my mourning voice. 

la ship freight with remembrance 
Of thoughts, and pleasures past, 
He sails that hath in governance 
ly life while it will last ; 
With scalding sighs, for lack of gale, 
Furthering his hope, that is his sail, 
Toward me» the sweet port of his avail. 

Alas! how off in dreams I see 
Those eyes that were my food; 
Which sometime so delighted me, 
That yet they do me good: 
Wherewith I wake with his return, 
'hose absent flame did make me burn, 
But when I find the lack, Lord ! how I mourn. 

When other loyers in arms across» 
Rejoice their chier delight; 
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Drowned in tears» to mourn my loss, 
I stand the bitter night 
In my window, where I may see 
Before the winds how the clouds flee: 
Lo! what a mariner love hath ruade me. 
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And in green waves when the sait flood 
Doth rise by rage of wind ; 
A thousand fancies in that mood, 
Assail my restless mind. 
Aias! now drencheth my sweet foe, 
That with the spoil of my heart did go, 
And left me; but, Mas! why did he so? 

And when the seas wax calm again, 
To chase fro me annoy, 
My doubtful hope doth cause me plain 
So dread cuts off my joy. 
Thus is my wealth mingled with woe, 
And of each thought a doubt doth grow 
low he cornes ! will he corne ? Mas ! no no 

COMPLAINT OF A DYING LOVER. REFUSED UPON HIS 
LADY'S UNJUST MISTAKING OF HIS WRITING, 

IN winter's just return,'" when Boreas gan his reign, 
And every tree unclothed fast," as nature taught them plain: 
In mi,.ty morning dark," as sheep al9 then in hold, 
I hied me fast, it sat me on," my sheep tbr to unfold. 
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And as itis a thi»g," that loyers have by fits, 
Under a palm I heard one c'y" as he had lost his vits. 
x, Vhose voice did ring so shrill" in uttering of his plaint, 
That I amazed as to hear'" how love could him attaint. 
«' Ah ! wretched naan," ° qtoth he," "corne, death, and rid this wo ; 
"Ajust reward, a happy end," if it may chance thee so. 
"Thy pleasures past have wrought" thy woe without redress; 
" If thou hadst never felt no joy»" thy smart had been the less." 
And rechless of his lire," he gan both sigh and groan, 
A rueful thlng melhought it was,'" to hear him make such moan. 
' Thou cursed pen," said he," ' woe-worth the bird thee bare; 
"The man, the knife, and ail that matie" thee, woe be to their share : 
"Voe-worth the time and place" where 1 so could indite, 
«« And woe be it yet once agaln," the pen that so can write. 
" Unhappy hand ! it ]lad' been happy rime for me, 
" If vhen to write thou learned lïl'at,'" ujointed hadst thou be." 
Thus cursed he himselt" alld every other wight» 
Save her alone vhom love him bound'" to serve both day and night. 
,Vhich when I heard, and saw" how he himself fore did, 
Against the grotmd with bloody stïokes," himself even there to rid  
Had been my heart of fliut," it must lmve melted tho; 
For in my lire 1 never saw'" a man so fnll of wo. 
Vith tears for his redress,'" I rashly to him ran, 
And in my arms I caught him fast," and thus 1 spake him than : 
" ,Vhat woful wight art thou," that in such heavy case 
"Torments thyself with such despite," here in this desart place ?" 
Vherewith as ail aglmt," fulfil'd with i'e, and dread, 
He cast on me a staring look," with colour pale and dead: 
" Nay, what art thou," p quoth he," «' that in this heavy pllght 
" Dost find me here, most wofld wretch," that lire hath in despite ?" 

o quod. 1 quod. 
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" I am," quoth I, " but poor," and simple in degree; 
"A shepherd's charge I bave in hand," unworthy though I be." 
SVith that he gave a sigh," as though the sky q should fall, 
And loud, alas! he shrieked off," and, " Shepherd,'" gan he call, 
" Colne, hie thee fast at once," and print it in thy heart, 
"So thou shalt know, and I shall tell'" thee, guiltless how I smart." 
His back against the tree" sore feebled ail with faint, 
,Vith weary sprite, he strecht him up," and thus he told his plaint: 
" Once in my heart," quoth he," "it chanced me to love 
"Such one, in whom hath Nature wrought," ber cunning for to prove. 
"And sure I cannot say," but many years were spent, 
" ,Vith such good will so recompens'd," as both we xvere content. 
" Vhereto then I me bound," and she likewise also, 
"The sun should run his course awry," ere we this faith forego. 
" XVho joyed then but I ?" who had this worldès bliss? 
" Vho might compare a lire to mine," that never thought on this? 
"But dwelling in this truth," amid my greatest joy, 
'" Is me befallen a greater loss'" than Priam had of Troy. 
" She is reversed clean," and beareth me in hand, 
"That my deserts bave given her cause" to break this faithful band : 
"And for myjust excuse" availeth no defence. 
"Now knowest thou all ; I can no more;" but, Shepherd, hie thee hence, 
"And give him leave to die," that may no lenger lire: 
" XVhose record, 1o ! I claim to have," my death I do forgive. 
"And eke when I ara gone," be bold to speak it plain, 
"Thou hast seen die the truest man," that ever love did pain." 
XYherewith he turned him round," and gasping oft for breath, 
Into his arms a tree he raught," and said, " Velcome my death; 
"Velcome a tllousand fold," now dearer unto me 
"Than should, without her love to liçe," an emperor to be." 

q shold. 
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Thus in this woful state" he yielded up the ghost, 
And little knoweth his lad#," what a loyer she hath lost. 
XVhose death when I beheld," no marvel was it, right 
For pity though my heart did bleed," to sec so piteous sight. 
My blond fi'om heat to cold" off changed wonders sore; 
A thousand troubles there I round" I never knew betbre : 
'Tween dread and dolour so" my sprites were brought in fear, 
That long it was ere 1 could call" to mind, what I did there. 
But as each thing bath end," so had these pains of mine : 
The furies past, and 1 my wits" restor'd by length of rime. 
Then as I could devise," to seek I thought it best, 
XVhere 1 might fiud some worthy place" for such a corpse to rest. 
And in my mind it came," from thence not far away, 
XVhere Cressid's love, king Priam's son," the worthy Troilus lay. 
By him I ruade his tomb," in tokett he was truc; 
And as to him belongeth well," I covered it with blue. 
XVhose soul by angels' power" departed hot so soon, 
But to the heaveus, lo! it fled," for to receive his doom. 

COMPLAINT OF THE ABSENCE OF HER LOVER BEING 
UPON THE SEA. 

Gon n ladies, ye that bave'" your ple.asures in exile, 
Step in your foot, corne, take a place," and mourn with me awhile : 
And such as by their lords" do set but little price, 
Let them it still, it skills them hot" what chance corne on the dice. 
13ut ye xvhom love bath bound," by order of desire, 
To love your lords, whose gond deserts" none other would require; 
Corne ye yet once again," and set your foot by mine, 
,Vhose woful plight, and sorrows great," no tongue may well define. 
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2Xly love and lord, alas !" in whom consists my wealth, 
Hath fortune sent to pass the seas," in hazard of his health: 
V'hom I was wont t' embrace" with well contented mind, 
Is now amid the foaming floods" at pleasure of the ind: 
,'here God well him preserve," and soon him home me send ; 
x, Vithout which hope my life, alas !" were shortly at an end. 
XVhose absence yet, although'" my hope doth tell me plain, 
With short return he cornes anon," yet ceaseth hot my pain. 
The fearful dreams I bave," oft-times do grieve me so, 
That when I wake, I lie in doubt," wh'er they be truc, or no. 
Sometime the roaring seas," me seems, do grow so high, 
That my dear lord, ay me, Mas !" methinks I sec him die. 
Another time the saine," doth tell me he is corne, 
And playing, where I shall him find," with his fair little son. 
So forth I go apace" to sec that liefesome sight, 
And with a kiss, methinks I say '" "X*EEelcome, my lord, my kuight ; 
'« XVelcome, my sweet; Mas!" the stay of my welfare; 
«' Thy presence bringeth forth a truee'" atwixt me, and m 3- tare." 
Then lively doth he look," and salueth me again, 
And saith ; "]XIy dear, how is it now" that you bave all this pain?" 
Wherewith the heavy tares," that heap'd are in my breast, 
Break forth and me dischargen clean," of all my huge unrest. 
But when I me awake," and find it but a dream, 
The anguish of my former woe" beginneth more extreme; 
And me tormenteth so" that uneath may I find 
Some hidden place, wherein to slake" the gnawing of my mind. 
Thus every way you sec," with absence how I burn; 
And for my wound no cure I find," but hope of good return: 
Save when I think by sour" how sweet is felt the more, 
It doth abate some of my pains," that I abode belote. 
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And then unto myself" I say; '« When we shall meet, 
" But little while shall seem this pain," the joy shall be so sweel.'" 
Ye winds, I you cmJjure," in chiefest of your rage, 
That ye my lord me safely send," my sorrows to assuage. 
And that I may hot long" abide in this excess, 
Do your good will to cure a xvight," that liveth in distress. 

A PRAISE OF HIS LOVE, ,VHEREIN tlE REPROVETH THEM 
THAT COMPARE THEIR LADIES SVITH HIS. 

Gvv. place ye loyers, here before 
That spent your boasts and brags in vain; 
lXly lady's beauty passeth more 
The best of yours, I date well sayen, 
Than doth the sun the candle light, 
Or brightest day the darkest night. 

And thereto hath a troth as just 
As had Penelope the fair; 
For what she saith ye may it trust, 
_As it by writing sealed were : 
.And virtues hath she many mo, 
Than I with pen have skill to show. 

I could rehearse, if that I would, 
"Fhe whole efl'ect of Nature's plaint, 
SVhen she had lost the perfit mould, 
The like to whom she could hot paint: 
SVith wringing hands, how she did cry, 
And what she said, I know it, I. 
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I know she swore with raging mind, 
lier kiugdom only set apart, 
There was no loss by law of kind 
That could bave gone so near her heart ; 
And this was chiefly ail ber pain; 
"" She couid hOt make the like again." 

Sith Nature thus gave her the praise, 
To be the chiefest work she wrought; 
In faith» methink some better ways 
On your behalf might well be sought, 
Than to compare, as ye have done, 
To match the candle with the sun. 

5 

TO THE LADY THAT SCORNED HER LOVER. 

ArTuouça I had a check, 
To ve the mate is hard; 
For I have found a neck, 
To keep my men in guard. 
And you that hardy are, 
To gire so great assay 
Unto a man of war, 
To drive his men away; 

I rede you take good heed, 
And mark this foolish verse; 
For I will so provide, 
That I wili have your ferse. 
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_And when your ferse is had, 
_And ail your war is done, 
Then shall yourself be g|ad 
To end that )'ou begun. 

For if by chance I -in 
Your person in the field 
Too late then corne 3,ou in, 
Yourself to me to 3,ield. 
For I will use my power, 
As captain full of might; 
And such I 'ill devour 
As use to shew me spire. 

And for beeause you gave 
Me check in such degree; 
Ehis vantage, 1o ! I bave, 
Now check, and guard to thee. 
Defend it if thou ma)'; 
Stand sfiff in thlne estate: 
For sure I sill assay, 
If I can give thee mate. 

A WARNING TO THE LOVER, HOW HE IS ABUSED 
BY HIS LOVE. 

Too dearly had I bought," m)' green and youthful years, 
If in mine age I could not find," when cran, for love appears. 
And seldom though I corne" in court among the test, 
Yet eau I judge in colours dira," as deep as can the best. 
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,Vhere grief torments the man" that suff'reth secret smart, 
To break it forth unto some friend," it easeth well the heart. 
So stands it now with me," for, my we|| beloved friend, 
This case is thine, for whom I feel'" such torment of my mind. 
And for thy sake I burn" so in my secret breast, 
That till thou know s thy whole disease," my heart can have no rest. 
I see how thine abuse," hath wrested so thy wits, 
That ail it yields to thy desire," and follows thee by fits. 
There thou hast loved so long," with heart, and ail thy power, 
I see thee fed with feigned words," thy freedom to devour; 
I know, though she say nay," and would it well withstand, 
When in ber grace, thou held thee most," she bare thee but in hand 
I see her pleasant cheer," in chiefest of thy suit; 
VChen thou art gone, I see him corne," that gathers up the ri'uit ; 
And eke in thy respect," I see the base degree, 
Of him to whom she gave the heart," that promised was to thee. 
t see, vhat would you more," stood never man so sure 
On woman's word, but widon wouhl" mistrtst it to endure. 

£7 

THE FORSAkEN LOVER DESCRIBETH, AND 
LOVE. 

O LOATHSOtV. place! where I 
llave seen, and heard my dear: 
When in my heart ber eye 
Hath ruade ber thought appear, 
B' t glimsing with such grace, 
As fortune it ne would 
That lasten any space, 
Between us lenger shou]d. 
 my i thy. t glisming i fit o limsing. 

FORSAKETIt 
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As fortune did advance 
To further my desire; 
Even so hath fortune's chance 
Thrown all Uamidst the mire: 
And that I bave deserved, 
With true and faithful heart; 
Is to his hands reserved, 
That never felt the smart. 

But happy is that man 
That scaped hath the grief, 
That love well teach him can, 
By wanting his relief. 
A scourge to quiet minds 
It is, who taketh heed ; 
A common plage that binds, 
A x travail without meed. 

This gift it hath also, 
Vhoso enjoys it most, 
A thousand t.'oubles grow, 
To vex his wearied ghost: 
And last it may not long, 
The truest thing of ail, 
And sure the greatest wrong, 
That is within this thrall. 

But since thou, desart place, 
Canst give me no accourir 
Of my desired grace, 
That I to bave was wont; 

a ammides, x travell. 
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Farewell ! thou hast me taught, 
To think me hOt the first 
That love hath set aloft, 
And casten in the dust. 

_°9 

THE LOVER DESCRIBES HIS RESTLESS 

As off as I behold, anti sec 
The sovereign beauty that me bound  
The nigher my comfort is to me, 
Alas ! the fresher is my wound. 

As flame doth quench by rage of tire, 
And running streams consume by rain; 
So doth the sight, that I desire, 
Appease my grief and deadly pain. 

First when I saw those crystal streams, 
Vhose beauty made my mortal wound; 
I little thought within y their beams, 
So sweet a renom to have found. 

STATE. 

But xvilful will did prick me forth, 
And blind Cupid did whip and guide; 
Force ruade me take my grief în worth ; 
My fruitless hope my harm did hide. 

As cruel waves full oft be round 
Against the rocks to roar'and ery; 
So doth my heart full oft rebound 
Against my breast, full bitterly. 

 he. 
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I fall, and see mine own decay, 
As one that bears flame in his breast, 
Forgets in pain to put away 
The thing that breedeth  his unrest. 

THE 

LOVER EXCUSETH HIMSELF 
CHANGE. 

Trouor I regarded not 
The promise ruade by me; 
Or passed not to spot 
My faith and honesty: 
Yet were my fancy strange, 
And wilful will to wite, 
If I sought now to change 
A falcon for a kite. 

OF SUSPECTED 

All men might well dispraise 
My wit and enterprise, 
If I esteemed a pese 
Above a pearl in price: 
Or judged the owl in sight 
The sparhawk to excel; 
Which flieth but in the night, 
As ail men know right well. 

Or if I sought to sail 
Into the brittle port, 
Where anchor hold doth fail 
To such as do resort; 

mine ; h/. 
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And leave the haven sure, 
Where blows no blustering wind; 
Nor fickleness in ure, 
So far-forth as I fin& 
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No, think nie hOt so light, 
Nor of so churlish kind, 
(Though it lay in rny rnight 
My bondage to unbind) 
That I would leave the hind 
To hunt the gander's foe. 
No, no, I have no mind 
To make exchanges so. 

Nor yet to change at ail; 
For think it may hot be, 
That I should seek to rail 
From my fehcity. 
Desirous for to win, 
And loth for to forego, 
Or new change to begin; 
How may ail this be so .9 

The tire it cannot freeze, 
For it is hot his kind; 
Nor truc love cannot lese 
The constance of the mind. 
Yet as soon shall the tire 
Want heat to blaze, and burn, 
As I, in such desire, 
Have once a thought to turn. 
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CARELESS MAN SCORNING AND DESCRIBING THE SUBTLE 
USAGE OF VOMEN TOWARD THEIR LOVERS. 

¢rRAP'r in my careless cloak," as I awalk to and fro, 
1 sec how Love can shew what force" there reigneth in his bow} 
And how he shooteth eke," a hardy heart to wound; 
And where he glanceth by again,'" that little hurt is found. 
For seldom is it seen" he woundeth hearts alike; 
The t'one may rage, hen t'other's love" is often far to seek. 
Ail this l sec, with more," and wonder thinketh me, 
How he can strike the one so sore," and leave the other free. 
I sec that wounded wight," that suff'reth ail this wrong, 
How he is fed with yeas and nays," and liveth ail too long. 
In silence, though I keep" such secrets to myself, 
Yet do I sec how she sometime" doth yield a look by stealth, 
As though it seem'd; " Ywis," I will not lose thee so:" 
vVhen in ber heart so sweet a thought" did never truly grow. 
Then say I thus ; " Alas !" that man is far from bliss, 
'" That doth receive for his relief," none other gain but this." 
And she that feeds him so," [ feel and find it plain, 
Is but to glory in her power," that over such c_.an reign. 
Nor are such graces spent," but when she thinks that he, 
A wearied man, is fully bent" such fancies to let flee. 
Then to retain him still," she wrasteth new her grace, 
And smileth, 1o! as though she would" forthwith the man embrace. 
But when the proof is ruade," to try such looks witha], 
He findeth then the place ail void," and freighted full of gall : 
Lord! what abuse is this;" who can such women praise? 
That for their glory do devise" to use such crafty ways. 

a walkt; walk» first 4 ° 1565» 1567» 1574. 
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I that atnong the rest'" do sit, and mark the ro, 
Find that in ber is greater craft,'" than is in tenty mo: 
XVhose tender years, alas!" with wiles so well are sped, 
XVhat will she do when hoary hairs'" are powder'd in ber head ? 

AN ANSWER IN THE BEHALF OF A ,VOMAN: OF AN 
UNCERTAIN AUTHOR. 

GaT in my giltless gown,'" as I sit here and sow, 
I sec that things are not in deed," as to the outward show. 
Aud who so list to look," and note things somewhat near, 
Shall find where plainness seems to haunt," nothing but craft appear. 
For with indifferent eyes," myse|f tan well disco'a, 
How some to guide a ship in storms'" seek for to take the stern; 
Vhose practice if were proved'" in calm to steer a barge, 
Assured|y believe it well,'" it were too great a charge. 
And some I sec again'" sit still and say but small, 
That could do ten rimes more than they,'" that say they eau do ail ; 
VChose goodly gifts are such," the more they understand, 
The more they seek to learn and know,'" and take less charge in hand. 
And to declare more plain," the time fleets hot so fast, 
But I can bear full well in mind" the song now sung, and past; 
The author whereof came," wrapt in a crafty cloak, 
"Vith will to force a flamiug tire," where he could raise no smoke. 
If power and will hadjoin'd," as it appeareth plain, 
Then truth nor right had tane no place;" their virtnes had been vain. 
So that you may perceive,'" and I may safely sec, 
The innocent that guiltless is," condemned should have be. 
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THE CONSTANT LOVER LAMENTETH. 

SJncv. fortune's wrath envieth the wealth 
VVherein I reigned, by the sight 
Of that, that fed mine eyes by stealth, 
V¢ith sour, sweet, dread and delight: 
Let hot my grief more you to noan, 
For 1 wiil weep and wail alone. 

Spire drave me into Boreas' reign, 
"Vhere hoary frosts the fruits do bite, 
"Vhen hills were spread, and every plain, 
Vith stormy vinter's mantle white; 
And yet, my dear, such was my heal, 
When others fi'eze, then did I sweat. 

And now, though on the sun 1 drive, 
Vhose fervent flame ail things decays, 
His beams in brightness may not strive 
rith light of your sweet golden rays: 
Nor ff'oto mv brea.-_t, this heat remove 
The fi'ozen thoughts, graven by love. 

Ne may the ,raves of the sait flood 
Quench that. your beauty set on tire; 
For though mine eyes forbear the fi»od, 
That did relieve the hot desire: 
Such as I was, such will I be; 
Your own; what would se more of me'.  
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A SONG WRITTEN BY THE EARL OF SURREY TO A LAD' 
THAT REFUSED 'FO DANCE WITH HIM. 

EAcrt beast eau « choose his fere'" according to his mind, 
And eke can shew a friendly cheer," like to their beastly kiud. 
A Lion saw 1 late," as white as any show, 
Arhich seemed well to lead the race," his port the saine did show. 
Upon the gentle beast'" to gaze il pleased me, 
For stili methought be seemed well,'" of noble blood to be. 
And as be pranced before," still seeking for a make, 
As who would say; '" There is noue here.'" I trov will me tkwsake;" 
I might perceive a \Voir" as white as whalès-bone; 
A fairer beast, of fresher bue," beheld I never noue.; 
Save that ber looks were coy," and froward eke her grace: 
Unto the which, this gentle beast" gan him advauce apace. 
And with a beck fidl low'" he bowed at her feet, 
In humble wise, as who would say;'" " 1 ara too thr unmeet." 
But such a scornful cheer," wherewith site him rewarded, 
Was never seen, I trow, the like," to such as well deserved. 
"Vith that she start aside" well ,ear a foot or twain, 
And unto him ,4tus gan she say," with spite aud great disdain: 
" Lion," she said, " if thou'" hadst known m), mind before, 
" Thou hadst no, speut thy travail thus,'" nor ail thy pain tbr lofe. 
" Do way, 1 let thee wete," thon shalt ,toi play with me: 
" Go, range about, where thon mab'st find some meeter fere fb," thee.'" 
1Vith that he abeat Iris tail," his eves begaa to flame; 
I mîght perceive his toble heart" much moved by the sarne. 
Yet saw I hi,n refrain," and eke his vrath assuage, 
And unto her thus gan he say," wben he was past lais rage : 

b by ; to. ¢ chose. , ber. 
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« Cruel» you do me wrong," to set me thus so light» 
Vithout desert tbr my good wil]»'" to shew me such despite; 
" How can ye thus intreat" a Lion of the race, 
That with his paws a crowned king" devoured in the place. 
'« Vhose nature i» to prey" upon no simple food, 
As long as he may suck the tlesh," and drink of noble blood. 
'« If you be fait and fresh»" ara I not of your hue 
Aad for my vaunt I date well say," my blood is hot untrue. 
" For yota yom'self bave heard»'" it is hot long ago, 
Sith that for love one of the race" did end his life in woe, 
" In tower »trog and hlgh:" for his assured truth» 
Vhereas in tears he spent his breath,'" alas', the more the rtath. 
" This gentle beast so died," hom nothing coul(l remove» 
But willingly te» ¢lose his lire" for ioss of his truc love. 
'« Other there be whose lit'es,'" do linger still in pain, 
Against their wills preserved are," thut would hure died hin. 
«' But now I do l)erceive " that nought it moveth you, 
My good intenL my gentle heart»" nor yet my kind so truc. 
" But that your  iii is stach,'" to lute me to the trade, 
As other some full many years" to |race bv craft )e ruade. 
«« And thus behold out kinds how that we diflbr thr; 
I seek my foes, and )ou )out" fi'icnds'" do lhrcaten still with war. 
«« I fawn where I ara fled ;" )'ott .lay» that seeks to you; 
I tan (lev(»ur no yielding prcy;" ou kill whcre you subdue. 
"|y kind is to (iesit'e" the honour of the field 
And you with blood to slake your thirst'" on such as to you )ield. 
«« Wherefore [ wouhl you i«t," that for your coyed looks» 
I ara no man that will be trapt," nor tangled with such hooks. 
'« And though some lust to love»" whe'e blame full well they might» 
And to such beasts of [current sort," that would have travail bright; 

 ]c«¢. f currant 
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" I will observe the law" that Nature gave to me, 
'" To conquer such as will resist," and let the l'et go free. 
"And as a falcon free," that soareth in the ail-. 
" V, Thich never fed on hand nor lute," nor for no stale doth care; 
" ,Vhile that I lire and breathe," such shall n|y cu»tom be; 
" In wildness of the woods to seek" my prey, where pleaseth me : 
"Where many one shall rue," that never ruade offellce ; 
" Thus your refuse agailst my power" shall g boot them no defence. 
"Anti for revenge thereof," I vow and swear thereto, 
"2t thousand spoils 1 shall commit, I nerer thought to do. 
 ' Aud if to light oa you'" my hlck so good shall be, 
" I shall be glad to feed on that," that would have fed on me. 
" Altd thus farewell unkind," to thom I bent and bow; 
" I would you wist, the ship is sale,'" that bare his salis so low. 
'" Sith that a Lion's heaoE'" is foc" a ,Volf no prey, 
" ,Vith bloody mouth go slake your thirst'" on simple sheep, I say, 
" ,Vith more despite and ire" than I calt now express; 
" V'hich to my pain, though I refrain," the cause you nmv well guess. 
"As for becaose n.yself" was author of the gaine, 
" It boots me not that for my wrath, I shouhl disturb the saine." 

THE FAITHFUL LOVER DECLARETII IlIS PAINS AND HIS 
UNCERTAIN JOYS, AND WITH ONLY I1OPE RÈOM- 
FORTETH SOMEWItAT HK-'3 WOFUL HEART 

If care do cause men cry," why do not I comp|ain': 
If each man do bewail his woe," why shew hot I my pain r 
Since that amongst them all," I dare well say is none 
So far from weal, so fltll of woe,'" or hath more cause to inoan. 

g bote. 
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For ail things havi»g lire," solnetime hath quiet rest 
The bearing ass, the drawing ox,'" and every other beast. 
The peasant, aud the post." that sel'res at all assays, 
The ship boy, and the galley slave," have rime to take their ease: 
Save 1, alas ! wholn tare," of force doth so constrain, 
To vail the day, and wake the night,'" COltinually in pain. 
Froln pensiveness to plaiot," from plaint to bitter teal's, 
Fl'oln tears to paiuful plailJt again," and thus ni)" lire it wears. 
Nothing uuder the sun, that 1 can hear or see, 
But moveth inc fi»r to bewail" inv cruel destiny. 
For where Illel do rejoice," since that l can»ot so, 
1 take no pleaure lu that place," it douhleth but my woe. 
And hen l hear the sound" of song or instrument, 
Methiuk each tuue there doleful is," and heIps me to lameut. 
And if 1 see some hure" their nlost desired sight, 
" Alas !" think I, " each man bath weal" save I, most woful wight." 
Then as the Mrickell deer'" ithdraws himself alone, 
So do I seek some secret place," where I may make my moan. 
There do my tlo ing eyes" shew forth my melting heart 
.o that the streams of those two  ells," right well declare my smart. 
And in thoe cal'eS soi cold," 1 force myself a heat, 
(As sick uleu, in their sllaking lits," lrocul'e themselves to sweat) 
V(ith thotlghts that for the tilne" do much appease my pain: 
But yet the b cause a farther fear," and breed my woe again. 
Methink within iny thought" I sec right plain appear, 
3Iy heart's delight, my sorrow's leche," mine earthly goddess here, 
"Vith every sundry grace," that I bave seen her bave: 
Thus I within ily wofll breast" her picture paint and grave. 
And lu my thought I roll" ber beauties to and fro; 
! lcr laughing cheer, her lively look," my heart that pierced so. 
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I/er strangeness when I sued'" her servant for tobe, 
And 'hat she said, and how she smiled,'" xvhen that she pitied me. 
Then eomes a sudden fear," that viveth ;iii my re»t, 
Lest absence cause forgetfldness" to sink within her breast. 
For when I think how far" this earth doth us divide, 
Alas ! meseems love throws mv down,'" 1 ï«el how that I slide. 
But then I think again :" " Vhy shouhl l thus mistrust 
" So sweet a wight, so sad and wise," that is so truc and just 
'" For Ioath she was to love," and averitg is she hot; 
"" The farther off" the nore desir'd : .... thu» Io-e's tic their knot. 
So in despair and hope" plung'd ara I both np and dotvn: 
As is the ship with wind and wave," vhen Neptune list to fi'ow. 
But as the atery showers'" delay the raging  ind, 
So doth good hope elean put away" despai" out of my mind: 
And bids me for to serve," aud sull'er patiently, 
For what wot I the after weal," that fiwtune wills to me. 
o 
For those that care do know,'" and tasted have of h'ouble, 
Vhen passed is their woful pail,'" each .ioy shall seem them double : 
And bitter sends she now,'" to make me taste the better 
The pleasant sweet, when that it cornes," to mal, e it seem the sweeter. 
Anti so determine I'" to serve until m 3 breath, 
Yea, rather die a thousand times," than once to îalse my faith. 
And if my feeble corpse," through weight of woful smart, 
Do fail, or faint, my ss iii it is'" that »till »he keep my heart. 
And when this carcase here" to earth shall be refar'd, 
I do bequeath my wearied gho»t'" to serve lier afterward. 
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THE MEANS TO ATTAIN HAPPY LIFE. 

-MaRTtAL, the things that do attain 
The happy lire, be these, I find: 
The riches ieft, not got  ith pain 
The fruitful ground, the quiet mind.: 

The equal fi-iend no grudge, no strife; 
No charge of rule, nor governance: 
Vithout disease, the healthful lire; 
The household of conti»uance: 

The mean diet, no delicate fare ; 
True wisdom join'd with simpleness ; 
The night discharged of ail care, 
SVhere wine the wit may not oppress : 

The faithful wife, without debate; 
Such sleeps as may beguile the night ; 
Contented with thine own estate, 
Ne wish for death, ne fear his might. 

PRAISE OF MEAN AND CONSTANT ESTATE. 

Or thy lire, Thomas, this compass well mark: 
1N'ot aye with full sails the high seas to beat; 
. Ne by coward dread, in shunning storms dark, 
On shallow shores thy keel in peril freat. 
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'hoso gladly halseth the golden mean, 
Void of dangers advis'dly hath his home; 
lot with loathsome muck as a den unclean, 
Nor palace like, whereat disdain may glome. 
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The lofty pine the great wind often rives ; 
XVith violenter sway fall'n turrets steep; 
Lightnings assault the high mountains and clives. 
A heart well stay'd, in overthwartès deep, 

Hopeth amends ; in sweet, doth fear the sour. 
God that sendeth, withdraweth winter sharp. 
l%ow ill, hOt ate thus : once Phoebus to low'r, 
ATith bow unbent, shall h cease, and frame to harp 

His voice. In strait estate appear thou stout. 
And so wisely, when lucky gale of wind 
Ail thy puft sails shall fill, look well about; 
Take in a rift: baste is waste, proof doth find. 

IRAISE OF CERTAIN PSALMS OF DAVID, TRANSLATED 
BY SIR THOMAS WYATT THE ELDER. 

TnE great Iacedon, that out of Persia chased 
Darius, of whose huge power ail Asia rong, 
In the rich ark Dan Homer's rhymes he placed, 
Who feigned gests of heathen princes song. 

h CeSSe,. 
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X, Vllat holy grave, what worthy sepulture, 
To Vyatt's Psahns should Christians then purch{tse? 
"Vhere he doth paint the lively thith, and pure, 
The stedfast hope, the sweet return to grace» 
Of just David, by i perfect penitence ; 
x, Vhere rulers may see in a mirror clear, 
The bitter ff'uit «»f false concupiscence, 
llow Jewry bought Urias' death full dear. 
In princes' }learts God's scourge imprinted deep, 
Ought then awake out of their sinful sleep. 

OF THE DEATIt OF TttE SAME SIR TItO_XIAS WYATT. 

DvrRs thy death do diversly bemoan: 
Some, that in presence of thy livelihed 
Lurked, xvhose breasts envy xvith hate had swo]n, 
Yield Coesar's tears upon Pompeius' head. 
Some, that watched with the murd'rer's knife, 
Vith eager thirst to drink thy guiltless blood, 
XVhose practice brake by happy end of life, 
"Veep k envious tears to hear thy fame so good. 
But ], that knew what harbour'd in that head 
"Vhat virtues rare were temper'd in that breast; 
Honour the place that such a jewel bred, 
And kiss the ground whereas thy corpse doth rest, 
Vith vapour'd eyes; from whence such streams avml, 
As P)'ramus did on Thisbe's breast bewail. 

! perfit, k ith; tiret 4o w¢pe. 
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OF THE SAME. 

'YATT resteth here, that quick could never rest: 
,Vhose heavenly gifts increased by disdain ; 
And virtue sank the deeper in his breast: 
Such profit he by en could obtain. 
A head, where wisdom mysteries did ff'ame; 
,Vhose hammers  beat still in that lively brain, 
As on a stythe, where that some work of fame 
,Uas daily wrought, to turn to Britai,l'S gain. 
A visage stern, and mihl ; where both did grow 
Vice to contemn, in virtue to rejoice : 
Amid great storms, whom grace assu,'ed so, 
To lire upright, and smile at fortune's choice. 
A hand, that taught what might be said in rhyme; 
That reft Chaucer the glory of his wit. 
A mark, the which ( unperfected for time) 
Some may approach, but never none shall hit. 
A tongue, that served in foreign realms his King ; 
,Vhose courteous talk to virtue did inflame 
Each noble heart ; a worthy guide to bring 
Out English youth, by travail unto faine. 
An eye, whose judgment none afl'ect could blind, 
Friends to allure, and foes to reconcile : 
VChose piercing look did represent a mind 
Vith virtue fi-aught, reposed, void of guile. 
A heart, x'here dread was never so imprest 
To hide the thought that might the truth advance 

 ber.  unpthted. 
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In neither fortune loti, nor yet represt, 
To swell in wealth, or yield unt«.mischance. 
A valiant iorpse, where force and beauty met : 
Happy, Mas! too happy, but for foe% 
Lived, and tan the race, that Nature set; 
Of manhood's shape, where she the mould did lose._ 
But to the heavens that simple soul is fled, 
Vhich left, with such as covet Christ to know, 
Witness of faith, that never shall be dead; 
Sent for out health, but not received so. 
Thus for out gafih, this jewel bave we lost, 
The earth Iris bones, the heavens possess his ghost.. 

OF THE SAME. 

IN the rude age, when knowledge was hot rire, 
If Jove in Crete, and other were that taught 
Arts, to convert to profit of our life, 
Vend after death to bave their temples sought :. 
If Virtue yet no void unthankful time,. 
Failed of some to blast ber endless faine; 
(A goodly mean both to deter from crime, 
And to ber steps our sequel to inflame) 
In days of truth ° let'Vyatt's fi-iends then  ail, 
(The only debt that dead of quick may claire) 
That rare wit spent, employ'd to our avail, 
Where Christ is taught, we led to Virtue's train. 
His llvely face their breasts how did it freat, 
'hcse cinders yet with enry they do eat. 
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OF SARDANAPALUS'S DISHONOURABLE LIFE, AND 
MISERABLE DEATH. 

Tu' Assyrian king, in peaee with. foui desire 
And filthy lusts, that stain'd his regal heart; 
In war, that should set princely hearts on tire, 
I)id yield, vanquisht for want of martial art. 
The dint of swords from kisses seemed strange, 
And harder than his iady's side, his targe; 
From glutton feasts to soldier's fare, a change ; 
His helmet, far above a garland's charge. 
Who scarce the naine of manhood did retain, 
I)renched in sloth and womanish delight: 
Feeble of spirit, impatient of pain, 
V'hen he had lost his honour, and Iris right 
Proud rime of wealth, in storms appalled with dread, 
3lurdered himself, to shew some manful deed. 

HOW NO AGE IS CONTENT WITtI HIS OWN ESTATE, AND 
HOW THE AGE OF CHILDREN IS THE HAPPIEST, 
IF THEY HAD SKILL TO UNDERSTAND IT. 

LAo ira my quiet bed," in study as I were, 
I saw within my troubled head" a heap of thoughts appear.. 
And every thought did shew" so lively in mine eyes, 
That now I sighed, and then I smil'd," as cause of thought did rise 
I saw the little boy," in .thought how oft that he, 
]3id ish of God, to scape the rod»" a tall young man to be. 
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The young man eke that feels" his bones with pain opprest, 
ltow he would be a rich old man," to lire and lie at rest. 
The rich old man that sees" his end draw on so sore, 
lh}w he w«»uld be a boy again," to live so much the more. 
,Vhereat full oit I smil'd," to sec hov ail these three, 
From boy to man, from man to boy," would chop and change degree. 
And musing thus I think,'" the case is very strange, 
Th«tt man ri'mn vealth, to live in woe," doth ever seek to change. 
Thus th(,ughtful as I lay," I sav my vither'd skin, 
1 low it th»h shew my dented chews," the flesh was worn so rhin 
And eke my toothless chaps," the gates of my ,'ight way, 
Thnt opes and shuts, as ! do .peak," do thus unto me sa)'; 
"' Thy uhite and hoarish hairs," the messengers of age, 
'" Thut shew. like lines of true belief," that this lire doth assuage; 
« Bids hee ly hand, and feel them hanging on thy chin ; 
« The which do write tvo ages past»" the third now coming 
" llang up therefi»re the bit'" of thy young wanton time : 
"' And thou that therein beaten art»" the happiest lire define.'" 
lVheret ! sighed, and sid;" '" Farewell  my wonted joy; 
" Truss up thy pck» and trudge ri'oto me" to every little boy; 
" And tcll lhem thus ri'oto me;" their rime most happy 
"" If, to their tire% they reason had," Io know the truth of lhis." 

B()NUM ES'F 31IHI QUOD HUMILIASTI AIE. 

Tv. storms are past, these clouds are overblown; 
And humble cheer great rigour bath represt. 
For the default is set a pain foreknown ; 
And patience graft in a determed breast. 
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And in the heart, where heaps of griefs were grown, 
The sweet revenge bath planted mirth and rest. 
No company so pleasant as miue own 
Thraldom at large, hath ruade this prison fi'ee. 
Danger well past, remembered, works delight. 
Of ling'ring doubts such hope is sprong, pardie, 
That nought I find displeasant in my sight. 
But when my glass v presenteth unto me 
The cureless wound, that bleedeth dav and night  
To think, alas! such hap shouhl granted be 
Unto a wretch, that hath no heart to fight, 
To spili that blood, that hath so oft been shed, 
For Britain's sake, alas ! and now is dead. 
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EXHORTATION TO LEARN BY OTHERS' TROUBLES. 

3Iv Ratclif, when thy rechless youth oflènd.% 
Receive thy scourge by others' chastisement ; 
For such calling, when it works none amends, 
Then plagues are sent without advertisement. 
Yet Solomon said, the wronged shall recure : 
But X, Vyatt said true: "The scar doth aye endure." 

TIIE FANCY OF A WEARIED LOVER. 

fancy, which that I have served long, 
That hath alway been en'my to mine ease, 
Seemed of late to rue upon my wrong, 
And bade me fly the cause of my misease. 

P presentcd lrtsenteth. 
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And I forthwith did q press out of the throng, 
That thought by flight my painful heart to please 
Some other way, till I saw faith more strong ; 
And to myself I said ; "Alas ! those days 
« In vain were spent, to run the race so long." 
_And with that thought I met my guide, that plain, 
Out of the way wherein I wander'd wrong, 
Brought me 'amidst the hills in base Bullayne: 
tVhere I am now, as restless to remain, 
Against my will, full pleased with my pain. 

q presse,  amiddcso 
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OF 
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THOMAS VYATT 

THE ELDER. 

THE LOVER FOR SHAMEFASTNESS HIDETH HIS DESIRE 
WITHIN HIS FAITHFUL HEART. 

TIII long love, that in my thought I harb?:r, 
And in my heart doth keep his residence, 
Into my face presseth with bold pretence, 
And there campeth, displaying hîs bannir. 
She, that me learns to love, and to suffèr, 
And wills that my trust, anti lust's negligence, 
Be reined by reason, shame, and reverence, 
V(ith his hardiness takes displeasùre. 
Wherexith Love to th' heart's forest he fieeth, 
Leaving his enterprise with pain and cry; 
And there him hideth, and hot appeareth. 
What may I do, when my toaster feareth .9 
But in the field with him to lire and die: 
For good is the lire, ending faithfully. 

 hart¢s. 
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THE LOVER WAXETH WISER, AND WILL NOT DIE 
FOR AFFECTION. 

YET WaS I never of your love aggrievèd, 
/qor never shali, while that my life doth last; 
But of hating myself, that date is past, 
And tears continual, sore bath me wearid. 
I will hot yet in my grave be buJèd, 
Nor on my tomb your name bave Sxed fast, 
As cruel cause, that did my sprite soon baste, 
From th' unhappy bones, by great sighs stirrèd. 
Then if an heart of amorous faith and will, 
Content your mind, withouten doing grief, 
Please it yot so to this to do relief: 
If otherwise you seek for to fulfil 
Your wrath, you err, and shall hot as you ween 
And you yourself the cause thereof bave been. 

TIIE ABUSED LOVER SEETH HIS FOLLY, AND INTENDETH 
TO TRUST NO MORE. 

XV^s never file yet half fo well y-filed, 
To file a file for any smith's intent; 
As I was ruade a filing instrument, 
To frame other, while that I was beguiled. 
But reason, 1o ! bath at my folly smiled, 
And pardoned me, since that I me repent, 
Of my last years, and of my rime mispent; 
For youth led me, and faJsehood me misaided. 
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Yet this trust I have of great apparence : 
Since that deceit is aye returnable, 
Of very force it is agreeable, 
That therewithal be done the recompense. 
Then guile beguiled, plain'd should be never; 
And the reward is little tru»t for ever. 

5 

THE LOVER DESCRIBETH HIS BEING STRICKEN WITH 
SIGHT OF HIS LOVE. 

Tn- lively sparks, that issue from those eyes, 
Agalnst the ,hich there vaileth no defence, 
Ha,'e pierc'd my heart, and done it none offence, 
Vith quaking ileasure, more than once or twice. 
"Vas never man could any thing devise, 
Sun-beams to turn with so great vehemence 
To daze man's sight, as by their brlght presence 
Dazed ara I ; much like unto the guise 
Of one, stricken with dint of lightening, 
Blind with the stroke, and crying here and there : 
So call I for help, I hOt when nor where, 
The pain of my rail patienfly bearlng. 
For straight after the blaze) as is no wonder, 
Of deadly noise, hear I the fearful thunder. 

THE "WAVERING LOVER IVILLETH AND DREADETH TO 
«MOAN HIS DESIRE. 

S:CH vain thought, as wonted to mislead me 
In desart hope, by well assured moan, 
Makes me from company to lire alone, 
In following her» whom reason bids me flee. 
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So fleeth sbe by gentle cruelty; 
And after her my heart would thin be gone: 
But armed sighs my way do stop anon, 
"Twixt hope and dread, locklng my liberty. 
 et as I guess, under disdainful brow, 
One beam of ruth is in her cloudy look, 
XVhich comforts the mind, tbat erst for fear shook: 
That bolded straight, the way then seek 1 how 
"Fo utter forth the smart I bide within; 
But such it is, I not how to begill. 

THE LOVER ItAVlNG DREAMED ENJOYING OF HIS LOVE, 
COMPLAINETH TtlAT THE DREAM IS 1NOT EITHER 
LONGER, OR TRUER. 

UNsran.s dream ! according to the place, 
/3e stedfast once, or else at least be true: 
By/asted sweetness, make me hot to rue 
The sudden loss of thy false, feigned grace. 
By good respect, in such a dangerous case 
Thou brough/est hot ber in/o these tossing seas; 
But madest my spri/e fo lire, my care t' increase, 
My body, in tempest, her delight t' embrace. 
The bt»dy dead, ihe sprite had bis desire; 
Painless was th' one, the other in delight. 
VChy then, alas ! did it not keep it right, 
But flu,s return to leap into the tire: 
And where it was at wish, could hOt remain .9 
Such mocks of dreams, do turn to deadly pain. 
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THE LOVER UNHAPPY, BIDDETH HAPPY LOVERS REJOICE 
IN MAY, x, VHILE HE WAILETH THAT MONTtl, 
TO HIM MOST UNLUCKY. 

Yv. ! that in love find luck and sweet abundànce, 
And lire in lust of joyfi,! jollity, 
Arise ! for shame, do way your sluggardy; 
Arise, I say! do May some observànce. 
Let me in bed lie dreaming of mischance; 
Let me remember my mishaps unhapp, 
That me betide in May most commonly; 
As one, whom love iist little to advance. 
Stephen said true, that my nativity 
Mischanced was, with the ruler of May. 
He guess'd, I prove of that the verlty; 
Iii May my wealth, and eke my wits, I say, 
Have stood so oft in such perplexity. 
Joy! let me dream of your felicity. 

THE LOVER CONFESSETH HIM IN LOVE XVITH PHYLLIS. 

Iv waker care; if sudden pale coloùr; 
If many sighs, with little speech to plain ; 
low joy, now woe, if they my cheer distain; 
For hope of small, if much to fear therefore; 
To baste, or slack my pace to less, or more, 
Be sign of love, then do I love again. 
If thou ask whom; sure, since I did refrain 
Brunet, that set my wealth in such a roar, 
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Th' unfeigned cheer of Phyllis hath the place 
That Brunet had; she bath, and ever shall. 
She from myself now bath me in her grace; 
She bath in hand my wit, my will, and ail. 
lXly heart alone well worthy she doth stay; 
Without whose help scant do I live a day. 

OF OTHERS' FEIGNED SORROXV, AND THE LOVER'S 
FEIGIED MIRTH. 

C.,sala, when that the traitor of Eg3"pt , 
With th' honourable head did him present; 
Covering his heart's gladness, did represent 
Plaint with his tears outward, as it is writ. 
Eke Hannibal, when fortune hin out-shit 
Clean from his reign, and from ail his intent, 
Laugh'd to his folk, whom sorrow did torment: 
His cruel despite for to disgorge, and quit. 
So chanceth me, that every passibn 
The mind hideth, by colour contrary; 
With feigned visage, now sad, now merry. 
Vt'hereby if that I laugh at any seasbn, 
It is because I bave none other way 
To cloke my care, but under sport and p|ay. 

OF CHANGE IN MIND. 

E.cn man me tell'th, I change u must my device. 
And, on my faith, methink it good reason 
To change purpose, like after the season; 
For in each case to keep still one guise, 

= most; zt. 
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Is meet for them that would be taken wise ; 
And 1 ara not of such manner condition, 
But treated afler a diverse'fashion i 
And thereupon my diverseness doth rise. 
But you this diverseness that blamen most, 
Change you no more, but still after one rate, 
Treat you me well, and keep you in that state; 
And while with me doth dwell this wearied ghost, 
3Iy word, nor I, shall hOt be variable, 
But always one ; your own both firm and stable. 
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HOW THE LOVER PERISHETH IN HIS DELIGHT, AS 
TtlE FLY IN TIIE FIRE. 

Sort- fowls there be that have so perfect sight, 
Against the sun their eyes for to defend: 
And some because the ligbt doth them offend» 
Never appear, but in the dark, or night. 
Other rejoice, to sec the tire so bright, 
And ween to play in it, as they pretend, 
But find contrary of it, that they intend. 
Alas ! of that sort, may I be by right, 
For to withstand her look l ara not able; 
Yet can l nut hide me in no dark place. 
So followeth me remembrance of that face, 
That with my teary eyen, swoln, and unstable, 
5ly destiny to behold her doth me lead ; 
And )'et I know I run into the glead. 
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AGAINST H[S TONGUE, THAT FAILEI} TO UTTER 
IIIS bUITS. 

BECAUSE I stitl kept thee fi'om lies, anti blame, 
And to my p«m"r ahvays thee honoured, 
Unkiml tongae, too iii h«st thou me rendered, 
For su«h desert to do me wveke and shame. 
In need of succour nmst when that ! ara, 
To a»k reward, thou standes like one ah-aid, 
Alway most cohl ; and if one word be said, 
As in a dream, » unpertçct is the saine. 
And ye sait tear% againt Iny will et, ch ,ight 
That are  ith me, u hen 1 -(iol([ be alone, 
Then are ye gone, when 1 shouhl make mv moan. 
end ye se» ready sighs, to make me »hright, 
Then are ye Mack uhen that ye should outstart; 
And only d-th my look dcclare my heart. 

DESCRII'TION OF TIlE CONTRARIOUS PASSIONS 
A LO ER. 

1 FIND no peace, and ail my war is done; 
! fear alld hope, 1 burn, att(I freeze like ice; 
I tly aloft, yet can I hot arise: 
And nought 1 have, and all the worhl 1 seize 
That locks nor looseth, hohleth tue in prison; 
And hohls me .o% )'et can I scape no wise : 
Nor lets me lire, nor die, at my devise, 
And yet of death it giveth me occasion. 

 fio. Y unperfit. 

IN 
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Aithout eye I see without tongue I plain: 
I wish to perish yet I a-k for health; 
I loe another, and I hate m)'self; 
feed me in sorrow, and laugh in ail my pain. 
Lo! thus displeaseth me both death, and life; 
And my delight is causer of this strife. 

THE LOVER COMPARETH HIS STATE TO A SIIIP IN 
PERILOUS STORM TOSSED ON THE SEA. 

5IY ga|ley, charged with tbrgetfulness, 
Through sharp seas, in winter tights doth pass 
'Tween rock and rock: and eke my foe, Mas! 
That is my lord, steereth with cruelness: 
.At every oar, a thought in readiness; 
As though that death were light in such a case. 
_An endless wind doth tear the sail al»ace 
Of fi»rced sighs, and trusty fearfulness. 
A rain of tears, a cloud of dark disdain, 
Ha'e done the wearied cords great hinderance, 
VCreathed with error, and with ignorance. 
The stars be hid, that led me to this pain; 
Drowu'd is reason that -hould be my comfort, 
And 1 remain, despairittg of the port. 

OF DOUBTFUL LOVE. 

Avtst6 the bright beams of those fait" eyes, 
Vhere he abides that mine oft moists and washeth ; 
The wearied mind straight front the heart departeth, 
To test within his worldly paradise, 
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And bitter finds the sweet, uuder his guise. 
lA'bat webs there he bath wrought, well he perceivelh: 
,'hereby then with himself on love he plaineth, 
That spurs with tire, and bridleth eke with ice. 
In such extremity thus is he brought, 
Frozen now cohl, attd now he stands in ftame, 
'Twixt woe attd ealth, betwixt earnest aud gaine, 
Vith seldom glad, attd many a dit,erse thought, 
In sore repentance of his hardiness : 
Of such a foot, 1o! cometh fruit fruitless. 

THE LOVER SHEWETH HOV HE IS FORSAKEN OF SUCH 
AS HE SOMET1ME ENJOYED. 

Trier flee from me. that sometime did me seek, 
$Vith naked Ibot stalking within my chamber. 
Once have ! seeu them geutle, tame, and meek, 
That now are wihl, attd do hot once remember, 
That sometime they have put themseh,es in danger 
To take bread at ny hand : and now they rage, 
Busily seekittg in coutinual change. 

Thanked be fi»rtune, it hath been olherwise, 
Tenty times better: I»ut once especial, 
In thin array, after a pleasant guise, 
"VVhen ber loose gown did from ber shoulders fMI _; 
And she me caught in ber arms long and smail, 
And therewithal so sweetly did me kiss, 
Aad softly said : " Dçar hçart, how like you this ?'" 
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It was no dream, for I ]ay broad awaking-- 
But ail is turn'd now, through my gentleness, 
Into a bitter fashion of forsaking ; 
Aud I bave leave to go of ber goodness, 
And she also to use new fangleness : 
But, since that I unkindly so ara served, 
How like you this? what hath she now deserved? 

ôl 

TO A LADY, TO ANSWER DIRECTLY WITH YEA OR NAY. 

5IAD^i, withouten many words, 
Ouce l ara sure you will, or no: 
And if you will, then leave your bourds, 
And use your wit, and shew it so. 

For with a beck you shall me call, 
And if of one, that burns alway, 
Ye have pity, or ruth at ail, 
Answer hhn fait with yea, or nay. 

If it be yea, i shall be fain ; 
If it be uay, fiàends as before ; 
You shall another mau obtain, 
And | mine own, and yours no more. 

TO HIS LOVE, WHOM HE HAD KISSED AGAINST HER WILL. 

AL^S! Madam, for stealing of a kiss, 
Have I so much your miud therein offended ? 
Or bave l done so grievously amiss, 
That by no means it may hot be amended ? 
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Revenge you then: the readiest way is this; 
Another kiss nkv lit'e it shall bave ended. 
For, to my moulh the first my heart did suck; 
The ne.t shall clean out of my breast it pluck. 

OF TtlE JEALOLS MAN TtlAT LOVED THE SAME  OMAN, 
AND EI'IED TIII.5 OTIIER .'.;ITTING VITH HER. 

THE wandering gadling in the summer ride, 
That timl» the adder vith his rechless tbot, 
Starts hot dismay'd so smhlenly aside, 
As jeahms deslfite did, though there were no boot: 
XVhen that he sav me sitting by her side, 
That .f my health is very trop, and foot. 
It pleased me hen to bave so thir a grace, 
To sting the heart, that wouhl have had my place. 

'ïO tllS LO,E, FROM  HOM IIE H D HER GLOVES. 

V.aT nee,ls the»e threat'ning words, and wasted wind ? 
Ail this cannot make me restore my prey. 
To roh your good, y-wis is hot my mind, 
Nor causeless your fifir hand did I disl»lay. 
Let Love be judge, or else ,hom next we lind, 
That may both hear vhat 3ou and 1 can say. 
She reft my heart, and ! a glove from ber 
Let us see then, if one be worth the othèr. 



SIR THOMAS XVATT. 

OF THE FEIGNED FR[END. 

RIGtT true it is, and said full yore ago; 
"" Take heed of him that hy the hack thee claweth:'" 
For none is wor than is a fi'iendly foe. 
Thmtgh thee seem g«»od, ail thing that thee delighteth, 
Yet kuow it we[l, that     
    in thy I)osom creepeth: 
For many a man such tire ot-times he kindleth, 
That with the blaze his beard himself he singeth. 

TtIE LOVER TAUGtlT, MISTRUSTETtl ALLUREMENTS. 

IT may be go.d, like it vho list, 
But 1 do doubt ; who cal Ine blame? 
For off us»ured, yet hat e [ mist, 
And lllllv again I teur the saine: 
The ords thut from yuur mouth last came, 
Of sudden change n,ake me aghast: 
Fol" dread to rail. 1 »rand hot fi«st. 

A]as ! ! tread an endless maze, 
That seek t' accord two contraries ; 
And hope thus st;Il, and nolhh»g hase, 
lml)risoned in liherties ; 
As one ul,heard, and st;il that cries; 
Alwavs thirsty, and nought doth taste: 
For dread to fMI I stand hot fast. 
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Assured, I doubt I be hot sure; 
Should 1 then t,'ust u»to such surety? 
That oft bave put the proof in u,'e, 
And never yet have fou,d it t,'ust. 
Nay, sir, i,t faith, it were great foli; 
And yet my lire thus dt» I waste : 
For dread to fall I stand hot fast. 

THE LOVER COMPLAINETH THAT HIS LOVE DOTH NOT 
PITY HIM. 

Rr.sott) my voice, ye woods, that hear me plain, 
Both hills and raies, causing reflection ; 
And rivers eke, record ye of my pain, 
XVhich bave oft forced ye by compassion, 
As jt, dges, 1o! to hear my exclamation, 
Among whom ruth, [ find, doth yet remain; 
A'here I it seek, Mas! there is disdain. 

Oft, ye rivers, to hear my woful sound, 
tiare stopt your course ; and, plainly to express, 
Many a tear by moisture of the ground, 
The earth hath wept to hear my heaviness, 
,Vhich causeless I endure without redress: 
The hugy oaks have roared in the wind; 
Each thing, methought, complaining in their kind. 

,Vhy then, alas ! doth hot she on me rue ? 
Or is her heart so hard that no pit3 
May in it sink, my joy for to renew ? 
0 stony heart!  ho hath thus framed thee 



J 
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So cruel, that art cloked with beauté, 
That fi'om thee nmy no grace to me proceed; 
But as reward, death for tobe my meed. 

65 

THE LOVER REJOICETH AGAINST FORTUNE, THAT, 
tlINDERING HIS SUIT, HAD tl PPILY MADE HIM 
FORSAKE tIIS FOLLY. 

BY 

IN" faith I wot hOt what to say, 
Thy chances  been so wonderous ; 
Thou, Fortune, with thy adiverse play, 
That mak'st the joyful dolorous, 
And eke the saine right joyous: 
Yet, though thy chain bath me enwrapt, 
Spite of thy hap, hap hath well hapt. 

Though thou hast set me tbr a wonder, 
And seekest by change to do me pain, 
1Men's minds yet mayst thou not so order: 
For honesty, if it remain, 
Shall shine tbr ail thy cloudy tain. 
In vain thou seekest to have me trapt: 
Spite of thy hap, hap hath well hapt. 

In hind'ring me, me didst thou further» 
And made a gap, here was a stile. 
Cruel wills been oft put under ; 
Weening to lower, then didst thou smile. 

z ben. a divers. 

K 
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Lord ! how thyself thou didst beguile, 
That in thy tares vouhlst tne have wrapt: 
But spite of hap, hap hath well hapt. 

A RENOUNCING OF HAI{DLY ESCAPED 

FAREWELL the heart of cruelty! 
Tbough that with pain my liberty 
Dear have I bought, aild wofiilly 
Finish'd lny fearfui tragedy. 
Of force I must forsake such pleasùre; 
A good cause just, since 1 eudure 
Thereby my woe, which be ye sure, 
Shall therewith go me to recure. 

I rare as one escap'd that fleeth, 
Glad he is gone, aid yet still feareth, 
Spied, to be caught, and so dreadetb, 
Tbat he for nougbt his paiu leseth. 
In joyflll paiu, rejoice my heart, 
Thus to sustain of each a part. 
Let lot this song ri'oto thee aslart; 
Velcome amoug my pleasaut smart. 

LOVE. 

THE LOVER TO HIS BED, '¢ITH DESCRIBING OF HIS 
I_Ib;QI'IET STATE. 

Tn restfil place, renever of my smart, 
The labours' salve, increasing my sorrow; 
The body's ease, aud troubler of my heart.: 
Quieter of mind, mine unquiet foe, 
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Forgetter of pain, rememh'rer of my woe ; 
The place of sleep, wherein I do but wake, 
Besprent with tears» my bed» 1 thee forsake. 

The frostv snows may hot redress my heat, 
Nor heat of sun abate my fervettt cohl. 
I know nothlng to case my paia so great; 
Ech cure causeth increase by twenty fold, 
Renewing cares npm my sorrows ohl. 
Such overthwart eflîcts, in me the b" make, 
Besprent vith tears, my bed for lo forsake. 

But ail fi»r nought: I find no better case 
In bed, or out. This most causeth my pain; 
Vhere 1 do seek how best that I may please, 
3ly Iost labouï, a]as! is ail in 
3Iy heart once set» I cannot it refrain: 
No place from me my grief away can take, 
x, Vherefore with tears» my bed» I thee forsake. 
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COMPARISON OF LOVE TO A STREAM FALLING FROM 
THE ALPS. 

Flo.xi these high hills, as  hen a spring doth fall, 
It trilleth down wih still and subtle course; 
Of this and that it gahers aye, and shall, 
Till it bave just tlo-u floetl to stream and force; 
Tben at the foot it rage|h over ail. 
So fareth love; when he bath ta'eu a sonrce, 
Rage is his tain; resisance 'xaileth none: 
The first eschew, is remedy alone. 
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WYATT'S 

COMPLAINT UPON LOVE TO 
. 
WITH LOVE'S ANSWER. 

REASON, 

51r. ohl dear en'my, my fi'oward toaster, 
Afiwe/hat (,ueen 1 caus'd fo be accited, 
Vhich holdeth the divine part of out nature : 
That like as gohl, in tire he  might be tried. 
Çharged with dolour, there 1 me presented 
Vith horrible fear, as one that greatly dreadeth 
A wrongful death, and justice alvay seeketh. 

And Oms [ said : "" Once my left ibot, Madàme, 
"" ,Yhen 1 vas yo,ng, I set withiq his reign 
" XVhereby, other l]lan ¢ fiery burning flame 
"" I never fel/, but many a grievous pain. 
"" Torment 1 svlt-'red, anger and disdain, 
" That mine ol)pressed patience was past, 
"" And 1 mine own lire hated at the last. 

" Thus hitherto have I iny rime passed 
" In pain and sm«,rt: what ways profitable. 9 
"' How many pleasa;t days bave me escaped? 
'" In serving this false liar, so deceivable. 
"" ,Vhat wit have words so l)rest and fol'cible» 
"" That may contain my great mishappiness, 
" And just complaints of his unge»tleness ! 

b mought, c fyrely. 
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'" So small honey, much aloes, and gall, 
"" In bitterness, my blind lif hath y-tasted. 
" His false sernblance, that turneth as a ball, 
"" x, Vith fair and amorous dauce, ruade me be traced; 
" And where I had my thought, and mind arased, 
" From earthly frailness, and from tain pleasure, 
,c 3[e ri'oto my rest he took, and set in errour. 

"' God ruade he me regard less than 1 ought, 
"" And to myself to take right little heed. 
"' And foi- a t oman have I set at nought 
"" Ail other thoughts, in this only to speed ; 
"" And he was «mly counseilor of this deed: 
'" V(hetting always rny youthly t'rail des;re, 
'" On cruel tvhetstone, tempered with tire. 

"" But, oh  alas, where had 1 ever wit, 
 ' Or other gift, given to me of nature .9 
" That sooner -hall be changed mv wearied sprite, 
'" Than the obstinate will, that is my t'nier. 
" ,qo robbeth he my freedom with displeasure, 
" This wicked traitor, xvhom I thus accuse ; 
" That bitter, lire bath turn'd in piea»ant use. 

" He hath nie hasted through divers regions, 
" Through desart woods, and sharp high mountahs, 
"" Through froward people, and through bitter passions, 
"" Through rocky seas, and over hills and plains, 
"" V¢ith weary travel, and with laborious pains ; 
"" Always in trouble and in tediousness, 
"Ail in errour, and dangerous distress. 

9 
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« But «neither he, nor she, my tother ri»e, 
"" For ail my flight did erer me forsake; 
"' That though my time|y dcath bath been too slow, 
"" That nie as yet it bath hot overtake, 
"' The heavenly go, ls of pity do it slake: 
"" And note lhey this his cruel tyranfly, 
"' That feeds him wilh my care and mlsery. 

"' Sinee I was his, hour rested I nerer, 
"" Non" look to (Io: and eke tlle wakey nights, 
" The balfi»hed sleep ma 7 in no wise rec«»ver : 
'" By guile and tbrce, over my thralled sprites 
"" He is ruler; since xvhich, bell nec'er strikes, 
"" That I hear hot as sounding to renew 
"" 5I 7 plaints, llimself he knoveth that I say truc. 

"" Fol" never worms ohl r«tten stock have eaten, 
"'_As he my heart, where he is resident; 
" And dlh the saine with death daily threaten : 
"' Thence corne the tears, and thence the bitter tormet, 
"' The sighs, the words, and ¢ke the languishment, 
"That "no)" both me, and peradventure other; 
"" Judge thou, that knowest the one, and eke the tother." 

Mine adversair, with such grievous reproof, 
Thus he began: "" llear, Lady, th' other part: 
"" That the plain truth, from which he draweth aloof, 
'" This unkind man may shew, ere that I part. 
"' In his 3'oung age I took him from that art, 
"" That selleth words, and makes a clattering knight, 
"" And of my wealth 1 gave him the delight. 

« nother. 
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"" Now shames he hot on me for to complain, 
"" That held him evermore, in pleasaut « gante, 
"" From his desire, that might bave been his pain: 
'" Y-et thereby aloue I brought him to some ri'ame, 
"" XVhi«.h now as wretcheduess he doth so blame. 
"'And toward honour quick'ned 1 his wit, 
r G 
"" " herea_ a daskard else he tmight bave sit. 

"" lle knoeth how great Atride, that ruade Trov freat ; 
"A,d Ita,mibal, to Rome se troubelous; 
"' V'hom 1 lomer honoured, Achilles tllat great; 
" And th' African Scipion the famous; 
"' And many other, by much honour glorious, 
" Whose rimée and acts did lift them up abote, 
"" I did let rail in base dishonest love. 

"" And unt» him, though he unworlhy were, 
" 1 chose the best of ma,y a million ; 
"" That under sun yet never was ber peer. 
"" Of wisdom, womanhood, a,d of discreti«m ; 
"" Ami of n,y grace 1 gave ber sucb a fitshiou.. 
"" And eke such way I taught her tbr to teach, 
"' That never base thotght his heart so high might reach. 

"' Everntore thts to content his mistress, 
"" q'hat was his only ri'ame of honesty, 
" I stirred him still toward gentleness, 
"" At«d eaus'd hin te regard fidelity; 
" Patience I taught him in adversity: 
"" Such vlrtues learned he in my great school 
"" Whereof repenteth now the ignorant fool. 
 gaine i gaine, f mought. 
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"" These were the saine deceits, and bitter gall, 
"" That ] bave used, the torment and the anger» 
"" Sweeter than ever did to other lai|. 
"' Of right good seed, iii ff-uit, io! thus I gather; 
"" And so shall he that the unkind doth further. 
'" A serpent nourish [ under my witg, 
"" And now of nature ginneth he to sting. 

"" And for fo teli at last my great ser'ice ; 
" From thousand dishonesties hae 1 him drawn, 
'" That, by lny means, him in no manner wise 
"" Never vile pleasnre once hath overthrown : 
"' Where, in his deed, shame hath him always gnawn, 
"" Doubting report that should COlne to her ear: 
" lVhom now he blames, her onted he to fear. 

"' V(hatever he hath of any honest custbm, 
" Of her and me, that holds he every whlt. 
" But, Io! yet never was there nightly phantom 
"' So far in errour, as he is ff'oto his wit, 
"" To plait on us: he striveth with the bit, 
"X, Yhich may rllle him, and do him ease, and pain 
"" And in one hour make ail his grief his gain. 

"" But one tbi»g yet there is above ail other; 
" I gave him wings, wherewith he might up-fly 
"" To honour and fame, and if he wou]d, to higher 
"" Than mortai things, above the starry sky; 
"" Considering the pleasure, that an eye 
"" Might give in earth, by reason of the love, 
"" SYhat should that be, that lasteth still above? 
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" And he the saine himself hath said ere this ; 
"" But now, forgotten is both that, and I 
"" That gave her him, his only wealth and bliss.'" 
And at this word, with deadly shriek and cry; 
"Thou gave ber once," g quoth I, "" but by and by 
"" Thou took ber h again from me, that woe-worth thee." 
"" Not I, but price, more worth than thou," i quoth he. 

At last, each other for himself concluded ; 
I trembling still; but he, with small reverence; 
"' Lo! thus, as we each other havc accused, 
"" Dear lady, now we wait thine only sentence." 
She, smiling at the whisted audience; 
« It liketh me," kquoth she, "" to have heard your question, 
"" But ; longer time doth ask a resolution." 
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THE LOVER'S SORROWFUL STATE MAKETH HIM VRITE 
SORROWFUL SONGS, BUT SOUCH, HIS LOVE, MAY 
CHANGE THE SAME. 

[ARVlL no more although 
The songs I sing do moan ; 
For other lire than woe, 
I never proved none. 
And in my heart also 
Is graven, with letters deep, 
A thousand sighs and mo, 
A flood of tears to weep. 
g quod. h ayen. I quod. It quod. t iengct. 
L 
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How may a man in smart 
Find matter to rejoice ? 
How may a mourning heart 
Set forth a pleasant voice? 
Play who so tan that part, 
Teeds must in me appear, 
I-Iow fortune overthwart, 
Doth cause my mourning cheer. 

Perdie! there is no man, 
If he saw never sight, 
That  perfectly tell can 
The nature of the llght. 
Alas! how should I than, 
That never taste but sour, 
But do as I began ; 
Continually to low'r. 

But yet perchance some chance 
Iay chance to change my tune; 
And when, Souch, chance doth chance, 
"J'hen shall I thank fortune. 
And if I have, Souch, chance, 
Perchance ere it be long, 
}'or, Souch, a pleasant chance, 
To sing some pleasant song. 

m perfitly. 
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THE LOVER COMPLAINETH HIMSELF 
FORSAKEN. 

Wneav. shall [ have, at mine own will, 
Tears to comp|ain .9 where shall [ fet 
Such sîghs, that I may sigh my fill, 
And then again my plaints repeat .9 

For though my plaint shall have none end, 
My tears cannot suffice my woe: 
To moan my harm, bave I no friend; 
For fortune's friend, is mishap's foe. 

Comfort, God wot, else have I none, 
But in the wind to waste my words; 
Nought moveth you my deadly moan, 
But still you turn it into bourds. 

I speak hot now to more your heart, 
That you should rue upon my pain 
The sentence given may not revert: 
I know such labour were but vain. 

But since that I for you, my dear, 
Have lost that thing, that was my best; 
A right small loss it must appear, 
To ° lose these words, and ail the test. 



76 SONGS AND SONNETS. 

But though they sparkle in the wind, 
Yet shall they shew your falsed faith, 
Which is returned to his kind; 
For like to like, the proverb saith. 

Fortune and you did me advance; 
Methought [ swam, and could not dcown: 
I4appiest of ail, but my mischance 
Did lift me up, to throw me down. 

And you with her, of cruelness, 
Did set your foot upon my neck, 
lie, and my welfare, to oppress; 
V¢ithout offence your heart to wreke. 

rhere are your pleasant words, alas! 
3,rhere is your faith  your stedfastness ? 
There is no more, but ail doth pass ; 
And I ara left ail comfortless. 

But since so much it doth you grieve, 
And also me, my wretched life; 
I-lave here my troth: nought shall relieve, 
But death alone, my wretched strife. 

Therefore farewell, my lire, my death, 
My gain, my loss, my salve, my sore; 
Farewell also, with you, my breath [ 
For I ara gone for evermore. 
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OF HIS LOVE, THAT PRICKED HER FINGER WITI:[ 
A 1 EEDLE. 

SaE sat and sewed, that hath done tne the wrong 
Vhereof 1 plain, and have done many a dayl 
And whilst she heard my plaint in piteous song, 
She wish'd my heart the sampler, that it lay. 
The blind toaster, whom I have served so long, 
Grudging to hear, that he did hear ber say, 
lIade her own weapon do her finger bleed, 
To feel if pricking were so good in deed. 

OF THE SAME. 

SVtt,T man hath heard such cruelty belote ! 
That, when my plaint remember'd her my woe 
That caused it, she, cruel more and more, 
Wished each stitch, as she did sit and sew, 
Had prlck'd my heart, for to increase my sore; 
And, as I think, she thought it had been 
For as she thought; "This is his heart indeed," 
She pricked hard, and ruade herself to bleed. 

IEQUEST TO CUPID FOR REVENGE OF HIS UNKIND LOVE. 

BE}tOLI, Love! thy power how she despiseth; 
My grievous pain, how little she regardeth: 
The solemn oath, whereof she takes no cure, 
Broken she hath» and )'et she bideth sure» 
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Right at her ease, and little thee she dreadeth. 
3/eaponed thou art, and she unarmed sitteth ; 
To thee disdainful, ail ber lire she leadeth; 
To me spiteful, withoutjust cause or measure. 
Behold, Love! how proudly she triumpheth. 
I ara in hold, but if thee pity P moveth, 
Go ! bend thy bow, that stony hearts breaketh, 
And with some stroke revenge the great displeasur¢ 
Of thee, and him that sorrow doth endure, 
And, as his lord, thee lowly here izttreateth. 

COMPLAINT FOR TRUE LOVE UNREQUITED. 

V'n,T 'vaileth tnath? or by it to take pain? 
To strive by stedfastness for to attain 
How to bejust, and flee from doubleness? 
Since ail alike, where ruleth craftiness, 
Rewarded is both crafty, false, and plain. 
Soonest he speeds, that most can lie and feign. 
True meaning heart is had in high disdain. 
Against deceit and cloked doubleness, 
What 'vaileth truth, or « perfect stedfastness? 
Deceived is he, by false and crafty train, 
That means no guile» and faithful doth remain» 
rithin thee trapt, without help or redress : 
But for to love, 1o ! such a stern mistress, 
XVhere cruelty dwells, alas: it were in vairt. 

l mev¢th, q prfit, 
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THE LOVER THAT FLED LOVE, I'OW FOLLOWS IT 
WITH HIS HARM. 

SoETI4. I fled the tire, that me so brent, 
By sea, by land, by water, and by wind ; 
.And now the coals I follow, that be quent, 
From Dorer to Calais, with willing mind. 
Lo! how desire is both forth sprong, and spent! 
And he may see, that whilom was so blindl 
And ail his labour laughs he now to scorn : 
Meshed in the briers, that erst ,vas only torn. 

THE LOVER HOPETH OF BETTER CHANCE. 

Hv. is hOt dead, that sometime had a fall! 
The sun returns, that hid was under doud; 
And when Fortune bath spit out all ber gall, 
] trust, good luck to tne shall be allow'd. 
For I have seen a ship in haven fall, 
gfter that storm hath broke both toast and shroud. 
The willow eke, that stoopeth with the wind, 
Doth rise again, and greater wood doth bind. 

THE LOVER COMPARETH HIS HEART TO THE 
OVER-CHARGED GUN. 

Ta. furious gun, in his most raging ire, 
SVhen that the ' ball is rammed in too sore, 
And that the flame cannot part from the tire» 
Cracks in sunder, and in the air do roar 

boule. 
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The shivered pieces : so doth my desire, 
Whose flame increaseth aye from more, to more; 
"vVhich to let out, I date not look, nor speak: 
So inward force my heart doth all-to-break. 

TIIE LOVER SUSPECTED OF CHANGE, PRAYETH THAT IT 
BE NOT BELIEVED AGAINST HIM. 

Accvsv.v though I be, without desert, 
Sith none can prove, believe it not for true: 
For never yet, since that you had my heart, 
Intended I to false, or be untrue. 
Sooner I would of death sustain the smart, 
Than break Olle word of that I promised you : 
Accept therefore my service in good part. 
None is alive, that can iii tongues eschew ; 
Hold them as false and let hOt us depart 
Our friendship old, in hope of any nev. 
Pt not thy trust in such as use to feign, 
Except thou mind to put thy friend to pain. 

TIIE LOVER ABUSED, RENOUNCETII LOVE. 

MY love to scorn, my service to retaln, 
Therein, methought, you used cruelty, 
Since with good will I lost my liberty, 
Might never woe yet cause me to refrain, 
But only this, which is extremity, 
To give me nought, alas[ nor to agree, 
Ehat as 1 was your man, I might remain. 
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But since that thus ye list to order me, 
That would have been your servant truc and fast, 
I)isplease you hot, my doting rime is past; 
And, with my loss, to leave I must agree. 
For as there is a certain rime to rage, 
So is there rime such madness to assuage. 
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THE LOVER PROFESSETH HIMSELF CONSTANT. 

V'tl"t, tt my breast I never thought it gain, 
Of gentle minds the freedom for to lose; 
Nor in my heart sank never such disdain, 
To be a forger, faults for to disclose. 
Nor I cannot endure the truth to glose, 
To set a gloss upon an earnest pain; 
Nor I am hot in number one of those 
That list to blow, retreat to ever3 train. 

THE 

LOVER SENDETH HIS COMPLAINTS AND TEARS 
TO SUE FOR GRACE. 

PAss forth, my wonted cries, 
Those cruel ears fo perse, 
'hich in most hateful wise 
Do still my p|aints reverse. 
Do you, my tears, also 
So wet her barren heart, 
That pity there ma), grow, 
And cruelty depart. 
M 
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For though hard rocks among 
She seems to bave been bred; 
And of the tiger long 
Been nourished and fed; 
Yet shall that nature change, 
If pity once win place ; 
3,Vhom, as unknown and strange, 
She now away doth chase. 

And as the water sort, 
XVithout forcing or strength, 
VThere that it falleth oft, 
Hard stones doth Spierce at length 
So in ber stony heart, 
1My plaints at last shall grave 
And, rigour set apart, 
V'in grant of that I crave. 

Wherefore, my plaints, present 
Still so to her my suit, 
As ye, through ber assent, 
May bring to me some fruit. 
And as ,he »hall me prove, 
So bid lier me regard; 
And tender love for love, 
XVhich is a just reward. 
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TilE LOVER'S CASE CANNOT BE HIDDEN, HOVVEVER 
HE DISSEMBLE. 

Yovn looks so often cast; 
Your eyes so friendly roll'd; 
Your sight fixed so fast, 
Always one to behohl : 
Though bide it fain ye would, 
[t plainly doth declare, 
VTho bath your heart in hold, 
And where good will ye bear. 

Fain would ye find a cloak 
Your brenning tire to bide, 
Yet both the flame and smoke 
Breaks out on every side. 
Ye cannot love so guide» 
That it no issue win ; 
Abroad needs must it glide, 
That brennes so hot within. 

For cause yourself do wink, 
Ye judge ail other blind, 
And secret it you think, 
'hich every man doth find. 
In waste oft spend ye wind, 
Yourself in love to quit 
For agaaes of that kind 
Will shew who hath the fit. 
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Your sighs you fet from far, 
_And ail to wry your woe : 
Yet are ye ne'er the narre; 
llen are not blinded so. 
Deeply oft swear ye, no  
But ail those oaths are vain: 
So well your eye doth shew, 
V(ho puts your heart to pain. 

Think hot therefore to hide, 
That still itself bet'ays ; 
1Kor seek means to provide, 
To dark the sunny days. 
Forger those wonted ways, 
Leave off such frowning cheer ; 
There will be found no stays, 
To stop a thing so clear. 

THE LOVER PRAYETH t NOT TO BE DISDAINED, REFUSED, 
IIISTRUSTED, NOR FORSAKEN. 

])IsDax; me not without desert, 
Nor leave me not so suddenly; 
Since well ye wot that in my heaioE 
I mean ye hot but honestly. 

Refuse me hot without cause why, 
Nor  think me not to be unjust; 
Since that by lot of fantasy, 
This careful knot needs knit I must. 

t hot b¢; ot to be.  for ; nor. 
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]Iistrust me not, though some there be, 
"Fhat fain would spot my stedfastness ; 
Believe them hOt, since that ye see 
The proof is not as they express. 

Forsake me hOt, till I deserve, 
Nor hate me not, till I off`end 
l)estroy me hot, ti|l that I swerve 
But since ye kuow what I intend. 

l)isdain me not, that ara your own; 
Refuse me not, that ana so true; 
5Iistrust me not, till ail be known; 
Forsake me hOt now for no new. 

THE LOVER LAMENTETH HIS ESTATE, VITH SUIT 
FOR GRACE. 

FOR want of will in woe I plain, 
Under colour of soberness ; 
Renewing with my suit my pain, 
My wan-hope with your stedfastness. 
Awake! therefore of gentleness 
Regard at length, I you require, 
My swelting pains of my desire. 

Betimes who glveth willingly, 
Redoubled thanks aye doth deserve; 
And I that sue unfeignedly, 
In fruitless hope alas! do sterve. 
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tIow great my cause is for to swerve» 
And yet how stedfast is my suit: 
Lo! here ye see, where is the fruit. 

As hound that hath his keeper lost, 
Seek I your presence to obtain ; 
In hich my heart delighteth most, 
And shall ddight, though I be slain. 
You may release my hand of pain 
Loose then the care that makes me cry, 
For want of help, or else I die. 

I die, though not incontinent, 
13y process, yet consumingly, 
As wast of tire which doth relent, 
If you as wilful will deny. 
,Vherefore cease of such cruelty, 
And take me wholly in your grace, 
Which lacketh will to change his place. 

TIIE 

LOVER $VAILETH HIS CtlANGED JOYS. 

IF ever man might him rayant, 
Of fortune's friendly cheer, 
It was myselt; I must it grant, 
For I bave bought it dear. 
And dearly bave I held also 
The glory of her name, 
In yielding her such tribute, lo ! 
As did set forth her fame. 

 ¢v¢ry  first 4 °ever. Y avaunt. 
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Sometime I stood so in her grace, 
That, as I vouid require, 
Each joy I thought did tue embrace, 
That furthered my desi'e. 
And ail those pleasu'es !o! had I 
That fancy might support; 
And nothing she did me deny 
That was unto my comfort. 

1 had, what wouhl you more, perdie! 
Each grace that 1 did crave; 
Thus Fo'tune's will was untt» me 
Ail thing that I would hare. 
But al[ too ratlte, Mas, the hile ! 
She built on such a ground; 
In little space too great a guile, 
In her now have 1 found. 

For she hath turned so ber wheel, 
That I, unhappy man, 
May ail the rime that I did feel, 
VVherevith she fed me than. 
For b,'oken now «tre her behests, 
And pleasant looks she gave ; 
And therefore now ail my reqocsts, 
From peril camot sae. 

Yet would I weil it might appear 
To her, my chief regard ; 
Though my deserts lrave been too deat" 
To merit $1,1ch revard. 
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Since Fortune's will is now so bent 
To p]ague me thus, poor man ; 
I must myself therewith content, 
And bear if as I tan. 

TO tiIS LOVE, THAT HAD GIVEN HIM ANSWER OF 
1REFUSAL. 

THE answer that ye ruade to me, my dear, 
A*hen I did sue for my poor heart's redress, 
Hath so appall'd my count'nance, and my cheer, 
That in this case I ara all comfortless ; 
Since I of blame no cause can well express. 

I have no wrong, where I can claire no right; 
1Nought ta'en me fro, where I bave nothing had: 
Yet of my woe, I cannot so be quite, 
lNamely, since that another may be glad 
XVith that, that thus in sorrow makes me sad. 

Yet none can claim, I say, by former grant, 
That knoweth hot of any grant at ail: 
And by desert, I tiare well make z avant, 
Of faithful will, there is nowhere that shall 
:Bear you more trutb, more ready at your call. 

Now good then, cal] again that bitter word, 
That touch'd your friend so near with pangs of pain; 
And say, my dear, that it was said in bourd. 
Late, or too soon, let it hOt rule the gain, 
XVherewith free will doth true desert retain. 
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TO IlIS LADY, CRUEL OVER HER YIELDEN LOVER. 

SUCH is the course that nature's kind hath wrought, 
That snakes have rime to east away their stiugs : 
Against ehain'd prisoners what need defenee be sought! 
The tierce lion will hurt no yiehlen things. 
Why shouhl sueh spite be nursed then by thà" thought ? 
Sith ail these powers are pl'e»t un,ler thy wings ; 
And eke th,,u seest, and reason thee hath taught, 
Vhat lnisehief malice tnany ways it brings. 
Consider eke, that spire availeth nought; 
Therefore this song thà" fauit to thee it sings. 
Di,please thee hOt, for saying thus ï my thought, 
Nor hate thou him from hom no hate forth springs : 
For furies that in hell be execrable, 
For that they hate, are ruade most miserable. 

THE LOVER COMPLAINETH THAT DEADLY SICKNESS 
CANNOT HELP H[S AFFECTION. 

TrIE enemy of lire, decayer of ail kind, 
That ,vith his cold withers away the greell, 
This other night me in my bed did find, 
._nd ofli:r'd me to rid my fer'er clean ; 
And I did grant, so did despair me blind. 
He drew his bow, with arrovs sharp and keen, 
And strake the place where Love had hit before, 
And drave the first dart deeper, more and more. 
a methought; y-thought. 
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THE LOVER REJOICETH THE ENJOYING OF 
IIIS LOVE. 

OscE, as methought, Fortune me kiss'd, 
And baderne ask what I thought best, 
And I should bave it as me list, 
Therewith to set rny heart in test. 

i asked but my lady's heart, 
To have for evermore mine own ; 
Then at an end were ail my smart, 
Then should I need no more to rnoan. 

Yet for ail that a stormy blast 
Had oveioEurn'd this goodly day; 
And Fortune seemed at the last, 
That to ber promise she said nay. 

But like as one out of despair, 
To sudden hope revived I: 
Now Fortune sheweth herself so fait, 
That I content me wondersly. 

My rnost desire rny hand may reach; 
My will is alway at my hand; 
Me need hot long for to beseech 
Her, that hath power me to comrnand. 



SIR THOMAS WYATT. 

What earthly thing more tan I crave? 
What would I wish more at my will ? 
Nothing on earth more would I bave, 
Save that 1 bave, fo bave it still. 

For Fortune now hath kept her promess, 
In granting me my most desire: 
Of my sovereign 1 bave redress; 
And [ content me with my hire. 
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LOVER COMPLAINETH THE UNKINDNESS OF 
HIS LOVE. 

15v lute, awake! perform the last 
Labour, that thou and I shall waste, 
And end that I bave now begun; 
And when this song is sung and past, 
My lute! be still, for I bave donc. 

As to be heard where ear is none ; 
As lead, to grave in marble stone ; 
51y song may pierce ber heart as soon: 
Should we then sigh, or sing, or moan? 
No, no, mg lute ! for I have done. 

The rocks do hot so cruelly 
Repulse the waves continually, 
As she my suit and affection ; 
So that I ara past remedy: 
Whereby my lute and I bave done. 
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Proud of the spoil that thou hast got 
Of simple hearts, through Lovès shot, 
By wholn, unkind, thou hast them won; 
Think not he hath his bow forgot, 
Although my lute and I have donc. 

Vengeance shall thll on thy disdain, 
That tnakest but gaine on earnest pain. 
Think hOt alone under the sun, 
Unquit to cause th)" loyers plain, 
A!though u lute and I bave done. 

5lay chance thee lie wither'd, and old, 
In wiuter nights that are so cold, 
Plaining in vain unto the moon: 
Thy vishes then dare not be tohl; 
Cre then who list ! fol- I have done. 

And then may chance thee to repent 
The tinle that thou haut lost aud spent, 
To cause thy loyers sigh, aud swoon: 
Then shalt thou kuow beauty but lent, 
Anti wish, and want, as I have done. 

Now cease, my lute.' this is the last 
Labour, that thou and I shall waste, 
And ended is that we begun; 
Now is this song both sung and pst: 
3Iy lute be still, tbr I have donc. 
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HOçV BY A K[SS HE FOUND BOTH HIS LIFE AND DEATI[. 

NATURe., that gave the bee sa feat a grace, 
To find honey of sa wondrous fashion, 
Hath taught the spider, out of the saine place 
To fetch poison, by strange alteration. 
Though this be strange, itis a stranger case, 
Vith (»ne kiss, by secret operation, 
Bath these at once, in those your lips to find; 
In change whereof, I leave my heart behind. 

THE LOVER DESCRIBETH ttlS BEING TAKEN WITH 
SIGHT OF HIS LO,, E. 

UNWARILY SO was neel- no man caught, 
Vith stedfast look upou a goodly face, 
As I of late; for suddenly, methought, 
5Iy Iteart was torn out of his place. 

Thorough mine eye the stroke from hers did slide, 
And down directly to my heart it tan; 
In help whereof the blood thereto did glide, 
And left my face bath pale and wan. 

Then was I like a man for woe amazed: 
Or like the fowi that fleeth into the tire 
For while that I upon her beauty gazed, 
The more I burn'd in my desire. 



94 

SONGS AND SONNETS. 

Anon the blood start in my face again, 
Inflam'd with heat, that it had at rny heart; 
And brought therewith, throughout in every rein, 
A quaking heat ith pleasant smart. 

Then was I iike the straw, when that the flame 
ls driven therein, by force and rage of wind. 
I cannot tell, alas ! what I shall blame, 
Nor what to seek» nor what to find. 

But well I wot the grief doth hold me sore, 
Ira heat and cohl, betwixt both hope and dread; 
That, but ber help to health do me restore» 
This restless life I may not lead. 

TO HIS LOVER, TO LOOK UPON HIM. 

AI.I. in thy look my life doth whole depend; 
Thou hidest thyself, and I must die therefore. 
But slnce thou mayst so easily help tby friend, 
V(hy dost thou stick to salve that thou madest sore .9 
,Vhy do I die, since thou mayst me defend .9 
And if I dle, thy life may last no more ; 
For each by other doth lire and have relief; 
I in thy look, and thou most in my grief. 
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THE LOVER EXCUSETH HIM OF WORDS, WHEREWITH 
HE WAS UNJUSTLY CHARGED. 
PERDIE! I said it not, 
Nor never thought to do : 
As well as I, ye wot 
1 have no power thereto. 
And if I did, the lot 
That first did me enchain, 
May never slake the knot, 
But straight it to my pain. 

And if l did, each thing 
That may do harm or woe, 
Continually may wring, 
My heart where so I go. 
Report may always ring 
Of shame on me for aye, 
If in my heart did spring 
The words that you do say. 

And if I did, each star 
That is in heaven above 
May frown on me, to mar 
The hope | have in love. 
And if | did, such war 
As they brought unto Troy, 
Bring ail my lire as thr 
From ail his lust, and joy. 
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And if I did so say, 
The beauty that me bound, 
Increase from day to day, 
lXlore cruel to my wound. 
Vt'ith ail the mOall that may, 
To plaint may ttil'll my song; 
5Iv lire may soon decay, 
lVithout redress i)y wrong. 

If I be clear from thought, 
XVhy do you then compiain ? . 
Then is this thing but. sought 
To turn my heart to pain. 
Then this that 3"ou bave wrought, 
You must it now redress ; 
Of right therefore you ought 
Such rigour to repress. 

And as 1 have deserved, 
So grant me 11o/," my hivel 
You know I never swerved, 
You never found me liar. 
For Rachel have I served, 
For Leah car'd I never ; 
And her I have reserved 
,Vithin my heart for ever. 
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OF SUCH AS HAD FORSAKEN HIM. 

Lux, my fair falcon, and thy fellows all, 
How well pleasant it were your liberty! 
Ye not forsake me, that fait * might you fall : 
But they, that sometime liked my company, 
Like lice away from dead bodies they crawl ; 
Lo ! what a proof in light adversity. 
But ye, my birds, I swear by ail your bells, 
Ye be my friendbs, and very few b else. 

A DESCRIPTION OF SUCH A ONE AS HE SVOULD LOVE. 

A FAce- that should content me wonderous well, 
Should not be fair, but lovely to beholdl 
Of lively look, ail grief for to repel. 
With right good g'ace so would I that it should 
Speak without word, such words as none can tell: 
Her tress -,dso, should be of crisped gold. 
SVith wit, and these, perchance 1 might be try'd," 
_And knit agaln with knot, that should hot slide. 

HOW c IMPOSSIBLE IT IS TO FIND QUIET 
IN LOVE. 

Ew.t my hap is slack, and slow in coming 
Desire increasing aye, my hope uncertan, 
With doubfful love, that but increaseth pain 
For, tiger like, so swift it is in parting. 
 mought. I elles,  unpos$ibleo 
O 
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Alas! the ShOW black shall it be, and scalding, 
The sea waterless, and fish upon the mountain, 
The «Thames shall back return into his Ibuntain, 
And where he rose, the sun shall take his lodging, 
Ere I in this find l)eace or quietness ; 
Or that Love, or my Lady, right-wisely, 
Leave to conspire against me wrongfully. 
And if I have, ater such bitterness, 
One drop ,)f swect, my mouth is out of taste ; 
That ail my trust and travail is but waste. 

OF LOVE, FORTUNE, AND TIIE LOVER'S MIND. 

Lo E, Fortune, and my 51ind, which do remember 
Eke that is now, and that, that once hath ben, 
Torment my hea't so sore, that very often 
1 hate and envy them beyond ail measure. 
Love Cslay'th my heart, while Fortune t is depriver 
Of ail my comfort; the foolish miud than 
Burneth and plain'th, as one that very sildam 
Liveth in test: so still iu displeasure 
.My pleasant days they lleet away, aud pass.; 
And daily doth mine iii change to the worse, 
V'hile more than hall is ruu now of my course. 
Alas! not of steel, but of brittle glass, 
I see that from my hand falleth my trust ; 
Aud ail my thoughts are dashed into dust. 

 Temis.  sle¢th, t his ; is. 
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THE LOVER PRAYETH HIS OFF'RED HEART TO BE 
RECE[ ED. 

How oft have I, my dear and cruel foe, 
SVith my great pain to get some peace or truce, 
Given you my heart; but you d» not use, 
In so high things, to cast your mind so low. 
If any other look for it, as you trow, 
Their vain weak hope doth greatly them abuse 
And that thus I disdai, that you refuse. 
It was once naine, it tan no more be so. 
If you it chase, that it in you can find, 
In this exile, no manner of comfort, 
Nor lire alone, nor uhere he is call'd resort; 
tte may wander from his natural kind. 
So shall it be great hurt UlltO us twain, 
And yours the loss, and mine the deadly pain. 

THE LOVER'S LIFE COMPARED TO THE ALPS. 

LKV. unto these unmeasurab]e mountains, 
So is my painful life, the burden of ire; 
For high be they, and high is my desire; 
And I of tears, and they be fu]l of fountains. 
Under eraggy rocks they have barren plains ; 
Hard thoughts in me my woful mind doth tire. 
Small fruit and many leaves their tops do attire; 
With small effeet great trust lu me remains. 
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The boistous winds oft their high boughs do blast; 
Hot slghs in me continually be shed. 
Wild beasts in them, tierce love in me is fed; 
Unmovable am I, and they stedfast. 
Of singing birds, they have the tune and note; 
And I always plaints passing through my throat. 

CHARGING OF HIS LOVE AS UNPITEOUS, AND LOVING 
OTH ER. 

Iv amorous faith, or if an heart unfeigned; 
A sweet lauguor, a great lovely desire; 
If honest will kindled in gentle fit'e; 
If long errour, in a blil, d maze chained: 
If in mv visage each thought distained; 
Or if mv sparkling voice, lower or higher, 
Vhich fear and shame so wofully doth tire 
If pale colour, which love, Mas! hath stained: 
If to bave another, than mà'self more dear; 
If wailing or sighing continually, 
Vith sorro,vful anger feeding busily : 
If burning far oiT, and if freezing near, 
Are cause that I by love myself destroy, 
Yours is the fault, and mine the great annoy. 

A RENOUNCING OF LOVE. 

'^REWEI.L Love ! aud ail thy laws, for ever; 
Thy baited hooks shall tangle me no more: 
Senec, and Plato, call me from thy lofe, 
To gperfect wealth my wit for to endeavour. 

partit. 
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In blind errour when I did persever, 
Thy sharp repulse, that pricketh aye so sore, 
Taught me in trifles that I set no store, 
But scape forth thence, since liberty is lever. 
Therefore farewell ! go, trouble younger hearts, 
And in me claire no more authority. 
$rith idle youth go, use thy property, 
And thereon spend thy lnany brittle darts ; 
For, hitherto though I bave lost my rime, 
lIe list no  longer rotten boughs to clime. 

!Ol 

THE LOVER FORSAKETH HIS UNKIND LOVE. 

heart I gave thee, not to doit pain, 
But to preserve, 1o! it to thee was taken. 
I served thee, hot that 1 should be forsaken, 
But that I should receive reward again. 
was content thy servant fo remain, 
And not tobe repayed on this fashion. 
Now since in thee there is none other reas6n, 
Displease thee hOt if that I do refrain; 
Unsatiate of my woe, and thy desire! 
Assured by craft for to excuse thy fault! 
But since it pleaseth thee fo feign default, 
Farewell ! I say, departing from the tire. 
For he that doth believe, bearing in hand, 
Plougheth in the water, and soweth in the sand. 

h I¢r. 
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THE LOVER DESCRIBETH HIS RESTLESS STATE. 

TUE flaming sighs that boil within my breast, 
Sometime break forth, and tbey can well declare 
The heart's unrest, and how that it doth fare, 
The pain thcreof, the grief, and all the rest. 
Tlle water'd eyen ri'oto whence the tears do fall, 
Do feel some tbrce, or else they would be dry: 
The wasted flesh of colour dead can try, 
And sometime tell what sweetness is in gall. 
And he/h«,t lust to see, and to discarn, 
How care can force witbin a wearied mind, 
Corne he to me ; I am that place assign'd. 
But for ail this no force, it doth no harm ; 
The wound, alas ! hap in some other place, 
From whence no tool away the scar can raze. 

But you, that of such like have had your part, 
Can best be jn(Ige ; wberefore, my friend so dear, 
I tbought it good tny state should now appear 
To you, and that there is no great desàrt. 
And wbereas you, in weighty nmtters great, 
Of fortune saw he shadow, that you know, 
For trifling things I now ara stricken so, 
That though I feel my heart doth wound and beat : 
I sit alone, sare on the second day 
3Iy lever cornes, with whom I spend my time 
In burning heat, while that she list assign. 
And who bath health and liberty alway, 
Let bim thank God, and let him not provoke, 
To bave the like of this my painful stroke. 
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THE LOVER LAMENTS THE DEATH OF l-ilS LOVE 

TltE pillar perish'd is whereto I leant; 
The strongest stay of mine unquiet mind: 
The like of it, no man again tan find, 
From east no west still seeking though he went. 
To mine unhap, for, hap away hath rent, 
Of ail my joy the ve.'y bark and rind ; 
And I, Mas! by chance ara thus assign'd, 
Daily to mourn, till death do it relent. 
But since that thus in is by destiny, 
XVhat can I more but bave a oful heart; 
51y pen in plaint, my voice in careful cry, 
31y mind in woe, my body full of smart, 
And I myself, myself ahvays to hate; 
Till dreadful death do ease my doleful state. 

THE LOVER SENDETH SIGHS TO 3IOAN HIS SUIT. 

Go, burning sighs [ unto the frozen heart ; 
Go! break the ice, which pity's painful dart 
Might never pierce ; and if that mortal prayer 
In heaven be heard, an least, yet I desire, 
That death, or mercy, end my woful smart. 
T«.ke with thee pain, whereof I have my part, 
And eke the flame, from which I cannot star b 
And leave me then in test, I you require. 
Go, burning sighs ! fulfil that I desire. 
I must go work, I see, by craft and art, 
For truth and faith in her is laid apart; 

I with; which, 1J74. 



104 

SONGS AND SONNETS. 
Alas! I cannot therefore now assaii her 
With pitiful complaint and scaiding fièr, 
That from my bl-east deceivably doth start. 

COMPLAINT OF TIIE ABSENCE OF HIS LOVE. 

So feeble is the thread" that doth the burden stay 
Of my poor lire, in heavy plight," that faileth in decay; 
That but it bave elsehel'C" some aid or some succoilrs, 
The rnlming spindle of my rate" anon shal[ end his course. 
For since th' unhapI»y holw" that did me to depart 
From my sweet weal, one only hope" hath stayed my life apart; 
x, Vhich doth persuade such words" unto my sored mind; 
"" Maintain thyseif, O wofui wight," some better iuck to find. 
"' For though thou be deprived" fi-om thy deslred sight, 
" ,Vho can thee tell, if thy return" be for thy more delight : 
" 0% who can tell, thy loss" if thou mayst once recover 
" Some pleasant hour thy woe may wrap," and thee defend and cover." 
Thus in this trust as yet," it hath my life sustained; 
But now, alas ! I see it faiit," and I by trust ara trained. 

The rime doth fleet, and I" see how the hours do bend, 
So rase, that I have scant the space" to mark my coming end. 
"Vestward the sun from out" the east scant shews his light, 
SVhen in the west he hies him straight," within the dark of night.: 
And cornes as fast, here he-" began his path awry, 
From east to west, from west to east," so doth his journey lie. 
The iife so short, so frail," that mortal men lire here, 
So great a weight, »o heavy charge," the bodies that we bear; 
That when I think upon" the distance and the space, 
That doth so far divide me from" my dear desired face; 
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I know hot how t' attain" tbe wings that I require, 
"/'o lift me up that I might fly»" to follow my desire. 
"/'hus of that hope that doth" my lire something sustain, 
_&las! I fear, and partly feel," full little doth remain. 
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Each place doth bring me grief," where I do hOt behold 
Those lively eyes» which of my thoughts" were wont the keys to hold. 
"/'hose thoughts were pleasant sweet" whilst I enjoy'd that grace ; 
Iy pleasure past my pl'esent pains" when I might well embrace. 
_&nd for because my want'" should more rny woe increase» 
In watch and sleep both day and night," my will doth necer cease 
That thlng to wish whereof," since I did k lose the sight, 
Was never thing that i might in ought" my woful heart delight. 
Th' uneasy life I lead" doth teach me for to mete 
The floods» the seas the land» the hills" that doth tbem entermete 
"Tween me and those shene iights" that wonted for to clear 
Iy da'ked pangs of doudy thoughts," as bright as Phoebus' spbere. 
It teacheth me also" what was my pleasant state  
The more to feel by such record" how that my wealth doth bate. 

If such recol'd, alas !" provoke th' inflamed mind, 
'hich sprong that day that I did leave'" the best of me behind; 
If Love forget himself" by length of absence let, 
V'ho doth me guide O woful wretch !'" unto this baited net» 
Where doth increase my care;" much better were for me 
_As dumb as stone» ail thiug fot'got»" still absent for to be. 
Alas ! the clear crystal" the bright transplendent glass, 
Dotla hot bewray the co|ours hid" xvhich underneath it bas, 
_&s doth th' accumbred sprite" the thoughtful throes discover, 
Of  tierce delight» of fervent love»" that in out hearts we covero 
k lest.  mought, n fcarcs ; tierce. 
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Otlt by tbese eyes it sheweth," that evermore delight, 
In plaint and tears to seek redress," and eke both da 3' and night. 

Those kinds of pleasures moslf" wherein men so rejoice, 
To me lhey'do redouble still" of stormy sighs the voice. 
For I ara one of them" whom plaint doth well content, 
It fits me we]l, miue absent wealth," meseems, for to lainent. 
And vith my tears t' assay" to charge naine eys twain, 
Like as my heart above the brink," is fraughted full of pain. 
And for because, thereto," that those fair eyes to treat 
Do me provoke, I will return," my plaint thus fo repeat. 
For there is nothing elsC" so toucheth me within ; 
SVhere they fuie all, and I alone," nought but the case, or skin. 
SVberefore I shall return" to them, as well, or spring, 
From whom descends my mortal woe," above ail other thing. 
So shall mine e'es in pain" accompany my heart, 
That were the guides that did it lead," of love to feel the smart. 

The crisped gold that doth" surmount Apollo's pride ; 
The lively streams of pleasant stars," that under it doth glide 
Vherein the beams of love" do still increase their heat, 
Vhich yet so far, touch me so near," in cold to make me sweat; 
The wise and pleasant talk," so rare, or else alone, 
That gave to me the ° courteous gift," that erst had never none, 
Be far from me, alas !" and eve other thing 
I might forbear with better wi]l" than this, that dld me bring, 
XVith pleasant word and cheer," redress of lingered pain, 
And wonted oft, iu kindled will," to virtue me to train. 
Thus ara I forc'd to hear," and hearken after news ; 
My comfort scant, my large desire" in doubtful trust renews. 

o cuaeis. 
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And yet with more delight" to moan rny woful case, 
I must complain those hands, those arms," that firmly do embrace 
lIe from myself, and fuie'" the stern of my poor life ; 
The sweet disdains, the pleasant wraths," and eke the lovely strife, 
That wonted well to tune" in temper just and meet 
The rage, that oft did make me err," by furor 0 indiscreet. 
Ail this is hid fi'o me" with sharp and ragged hills ; 
At others' will my long abode," my deep despair fulfils. 
And if my hope sometime" lise up by some redress, 
It stumbleth straight fol" feeble faint," my fear hath such excess. 
2uch is the sort of hope," the less for more desire; 
And 3'et I trust, ere that 1 die," to sec that I require, 
The resting-place of love," where virtue dwells and gros: 
There I desire my weary life" sometime may take repose. 

My Song ! thou shalt attain'" to find that pleasaut place, 
SVhere she doth lire, by whom I lire :" may chance to hare this grace, 
SVhen she hath read and seen" the grief wherein I serve, 
13etween ber breasts she shall thee put," there shall she thee reserve. 
Then tell her that I corne ;" she shall me shortly sec; 
And if far weight the body fail," the oul shall to her fle. 

THE LOVER BLAMETtt HIS LOVE FOR RENT[NG OF THE 
LETTER HE SENT HER. 

SUFICEO not, 5Iadàme, that 3"ou did tear 
1My woful heart, but thus also to rent 
The weeping paper that to you I sent, 
XVhereof each letter was written with a tear? 

P undiscrete. 
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Could hOt my present pains, alas ! suffice 
Your greedy heart ? and that my heart doth feel 
Torments, that prick more sharper than the steel, 
]3ut new and new must to my lot arise? 

Use then my death: so shall your cruelty, 
Spite of your spite, rid me from ail my smart; 
And I no more, such torments of the heart 
Feel, as I do: this shall you gain thereby. 

TIIE LOVER CURSETH THE TIME ,VHEN FIRST HE FELL 
IN LOVE. 

V'rlE first mine eyes did view and mark 
Thy fair beauty to behold ; 
And when my ears listned to hark 
The pleasant words that thou me told; 
I would as then I had been free 
From ears to hear, and eyes to see. 

And when my lips gan first to more, 
Vhereby my heart to lhee was known; 
And when my tongue did talk of love 
To thee, that hast true love clown thrown; 
1 would my lips, and tongue also, 
Itad then been dumb, no deal to go. 

And x hen my hands bave handled ought 
That thee hath kept in memory ; 
And when my feet have gone, and sought 
To find and get tby company; 
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I would each hand a foot had been, 
And [ each foot, a hand had seen. 
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And when in mind I did consent 
To follow this my fancy's will ; 
And when my heart did first relent 
To taste such bai b my life to spill 
I would my heart had been as thine 
Or else thy heart, had been as mine. 

THE LOVER DETERMINETH TO SERVE FAITIIFULLY. 

SJrcE Love will needs that I shall love, 
Of very force [ must agree; 
And since no chance may it remove, 
In wealth and in adversity; 
I shall alway m)'oelf apply, 
To sere, and suflèr patiently. 

Thougla for good will I find but hate, 
Aud cruelly, my life to waste; 
And though that still a wretched state 
Should pine my days unto the last; 
Yet I profess it, willingly, 
To serve» and suflèr patiently. 

For since my heart is bound to serve, 
And I not ruler of mine own ; 
Vhatso befall, till that I sterve, 
By proof full well it shall be known, 
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That I shall still myself apply, 
To serve, and surfer patiently. 

Yea! though my grief find no redress, 
But still increase before mine eyes ; 
Though lny reward be cruelness, 
lVith ail the harm, hap tan devise; 
Yet I profess it, willingly, 
To serve, and surfer patiently. 

Yea ! though Fortune her pleasant face 
Should shew, to set me up aloft; 
And straight my vealth for to deface, 
Shouhl writhe away, as she doth oit; 
Yet would I still myself apply, 
To serve, and suflèr patiently. 

There is no grief, no smart, no woe, 
That yet I feel, or after shall, 
That from this mind may make me go; 
And  hatsoever lne befall, 
I do profess it, willingly, 
To serve, and sultbr patiently. 

"I'llE LOVER SUSPECTED, BLAMETH ILL TONGUES. 

,hsTRUSTFVI. minds be moved 
To have me in suspect; 
The truth it shall be proved, 
VChich rime shall once detect. 
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Though falsehood go about, 
Of crime me to accuse : 
At length I do Dot doubt, 
But truth shall me excuse. 
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Such sauce, as they have served 
To me xvithout desàrt ; 
Et,en as they bave deserved, 
Thereof» God send them part. 

THE LOVER COMPLAINETH, AND tlIS LADY 
COMFORTETtI. 

LovEtt. 
LADY. 
LO'EI. 
LA DY. 
LoyEr. 
La Dr. 
LovEa. 
LAD,,'. 

IT burneth yet, alas ! my heart's desire. 
SVhat is the thlng that hath inflam'd thy heart ? 
A certain point, as fervent as the tire. 
The heat shall cease, if that thou wilt com, ert. 
I cannot stop the fer,ent raging ire. 
SVhat may I do, if thyself cause thy smart .9 
Hear my request, and rite my weeping cheer. 
a, Vith right good will : say on, 1o  I thee bear. 

LovER. 
LDV. 
LOYER. 
LOYER. 
LADY. 

That thing xvould I, that maketh two content. 
Thou seekest, perchance, of me, that I may hot. 
vtruuhl God ! thou wouldst, as thou mayst well, assent. 
That I may hot, the grief is naine, God wot. 
But I it feel, vhatso thy words have meant. 
Suspect me hot, my words be hOt forgot. 

Lov. Then say, alas ! shall I have help or no ? 
LADY. I see no time to answer yea but no. 
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LOVER, 
LADY. 
LOVER. 
LADY. 
LOVER. 
LADY. 

Say yea, dear heart, and stand no more in doubt. 
I may not grant a thing that is so dear. 
Lo! with delays thou drives me still about. 
Thou wouldest my death, it plainly doth aipear. 
First may my heart his blood and life bleed out. 
Then for my sake, Mas ! thy xvill forbear. 

LOVER. From day to day t|lUS wastes my life away. 
LADY. Yet for the best, sufl'er some small delay. 

LOVER. 
LADY. 
LOYER. 

LADY. 
Lovv.. 

Now good, say yea, do once so good a deed. 
If I said yea, what should thereof ensue ? 
An heart in pain, of succour so should speed : 
'Twixt yea and nay, my doubt shall still renew. 
5Iy sweet ! say yea, and do away this dread. 
Thou wilt needs so, be it soi but then be truc. 
Nought would I else, nor other treasure »one. 
Thus hearts be won by love, request, and moan. 

,VHY LOVE IS BLIND. 

OF purpose, Love chose first for to be blind; 
For he with sight of that, that I behold, 
Vanquish'd had been, against ail godly kind. 
His bow, your hand, and truss should bave unfold, 
And he with me to serve had been assign'd. 
But, for he blind, and reckless would him hold, 
And still, by chance, lais deadly strokes bestow, 
V(ith such as see I serve, and suflr woe. 
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TO H[S UNKIND LOVE. 

WHA'r rage is this? what firor? ofwhat kind? 
33,'hat power, what plague, doth weary thus lny mind ? 
Vqthin my bones to rankle is assign'd, 
Vhat poison, pleasant, sweet ? 

Lo! see mine eyes flow with continual tearsi 
The body still away sleepless it wears ; 
My food nothing my fainting strength repairs, 
NTor doth my limbs sustain. 

In deep wlde wound, the deadly stroke doth tura 
To cureless scar, that never shall veturn. 
Go to! triumph ! rejoice thy goodly turn  
Thy friend thou dost oppress. 

Oppress thou dost, and hast of him no cure, 
Nor )'et my plaint no pity can procure, 
Fierce tiger fell ! hard rock without recure ! 
Cruel rebel to love ! 

Once may thou love, never beloved again: 
So love thou still, and not thy love obtain ; 
So wrathful love, with spites of jus¢ disdain, 
5lay fi'eat thy cruel heart. 
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TtlE LOVER BLAMETil tlIS INSTANT DESIRE; 

DESlnl, ainsi my toaster, and my foe, 
So sore altered thyself, how mayst thou see? 
Sometime thou seekest, that drives me fo and fro; 
Sometime thou leadest, that leadeth thce and me. 
What reason is to rule thy subjects 
By forced law, and mutability? 
For where by thee I doubted to have blame, 
Even now, by hate, again I doubt the saine. 

TtlE LOVER COMPLAINETtI IIlS ESTATE. 

I sEE that chance halh chosen me 
Thus secretly to lire in pain ; 
And to another given the fee» 
Of ail my loss to have the gain: 
By chance assign'd, thus do I serve, 
And other have that I deserve. 

Unto myself sometime, alone, 
I do lament my woful case; 
But what availeth me to moan, 
Since truth and pity bath no place 
In them, to whom I sue and serve» 
And other bave that I deserve. 



SIR TItOMAS WYATT. 

To seek by mean, to change this mind, 
Alas ! I prove it will not be ; 
Yor in my heart I cannot find 
Once to refrain, but still agree; 
/s bound by force alway to serve, 
And other bave that I deserve. 

Such is the fortune that I bave, 
To love them most, that love ne lest; 
And to my pain to seek, and crave 
The thing, that other bave possest: 
So thus in vain alway I serve, 
And other bave that I deserve. 

And till I may appease the heat, 
If that my hap will hap so well, 
To wail my woe my heart shall freat; 
Vhose pensive pain my tongue ca te[l: 
Yet thus unhappy must I serve, 
And other bave that [ deserve. 

OF HIS LOVE, CALLED ANNA. 

W'r word is that, that changeth not, 
Though it be turn'd and made in twain ? 
It is mine Anna, God it wot, 
The only causer of my pain, 
5Iy love that meedeth with disdain; 
Yet is it lov'd : what wi[l you more ? 
It is my salve» and eke my sore. 
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THAT PLEASURE IS MIXED ,VITH EVERY PAIN 

VENEMOUS thorns, that are so sharp and keen. 
Bear flowers, we see, full fi-esh and fuir of hue. 
Poison is also put in medicine, 
And unto man his health doth oit renew. 
The tire that ail things eke consumeth clean, 
May hurt and heal : then if that this be tvue, 
I trust sometime my harm may be my health ; 
Sinee evevy woe is joined with some wealth. 

A RIDDLE OF A GIFT GIVEN BY A LAD$-. 

A LADY gave me a gift she had hOt; 
And I recelved her gift which I took hot ; 
She gave it me willingly, and yet she would hot ; 
Ald I received it, albeit I could hot. 
If she give it me, I force hot ; 
And if she take it again, she cares hot ; 
Cnstrue vhat this is, and tell llOt.; 
For I ara fast sworn, [ may noL 

THAT SPEAKING OR PROFFERING BRINGS ALWAY SPEEDIF;G. 

SPEAK thou and speed, where will or power ought help'th; 
'here power doth want, wilt must be won by wealth: 
For need wiil speed, where svill works hot his kind; 
And gain, thy foes thy fi'iends shall cause thee find. 
For, suit and gold, what do hot they obtain ? 
Of good and bad the tryers are these twain. 
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HE RULETH NOT, THOUGII tIE REIGN OVER REALMS, 
THAT IS SUBJECT TO IIIS OWN LUSTS. 

If thou wilt mighty be, flee from the rage 
Of cruel will; and see thou keep thee free 
From the foui yoke of sensual bondàge. 
For though thine empire strech to Indian sea, 
And for thy tiar trembleth the fard'st Thulè» 
If thy desire bave over thee the power, 
Subject then art thou and no governor. 

If to be noble and high, thy mind be « moved, 
Consider well thy ground, and thy beginning: 
For he that hath each star in heaven fixed, 
And gives the moon ber horns, and her eclipsing, 
2ilike hath ruade thee noble in his working; 
So that wretched no way ma), thou be, 
Except foui lust and vice do conquer thee. 

Ail were it so thou had a flood of gold, 
Unto thy thirst yet should it hot suflàce ; 
And though with Indian stones, a thousand fold 
liore pre-ci-ous than tan thyself devise, 
Y-charged were thy back, thy covetise 
And busy biting yet should never let 
Thy wretched life ne do thy death profet. 

Ç [tlcvcdo 
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WHETHER LIBERTY BY LOSS OF LIFE, OR LIFE IN PRISON 
AND THRALDOM, BE TO BE PREFERRED. 

L1xe as the bird within the cage iuclosed, 
The door unsparred, her tbe tbe hawk without, 
"Twixt deatb aud prison piteously oppressed, 
$Vhether for to choose, standeth in doubt 
Lo! so do I, which seek to bring about, 
SVhich should be best by determination  
By loss of lire, liberty; or life by prison. 

O mischief, by mischief to be redressed ! 
Vqaere pain is best, tbere lieth but little pleasure. 
]3y short death better tobe delivered, 
Than bide in painful lire, thraldom, and dolour : 
Small is the pleasure where much pain we surfer. 
Ratber therefore to choose me thinketh wisdom, 
13y loss of life liberty, than life by prison. 

And yet, methinks, although I lire and surfer» 
I do but x-ait a time, and fortune's chance. 
Oft many things do happen in one howèr: 
That whicb opprest me now may me advance. 
In time is trust, which by deathès grievance 
ls wholly lost. Then were it not reason 
]3y death to choose liberty» and not lire by prison. 
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But death were deliverance where lire lengths pain. 
Of these two ills, let see, now choose the best. 
This bird to deliver, that here doth plain ; 
V'hat say ye, loyers, which shall be the best? 
In cage thraldom, or by the hawk opprest: 
And which to choose» make plain conclusion ; 
:By loss of life liberty, or lire by prison. 

I19 

AGAINST HOARDERS OF MONEY. 

Fon shamefast harm of great and hateful need, 
In deep despair, as did a wretch go, 
Vith ready eord out of his life to speed, 
tlis stumbling foot did find an hoard, lo! 
Of gold» I say, where he prepar'd this deed, 
And in exchange he left the cord tho. 
He that had hid the gold, and found it hOt, 
Of that he found, he shap'd his neck a knot. 

DESCRIPTION OF A GUN. 

VVl.CAN begat me; Minerva me taught; 
Nature my mother craft nourish'd me year by year. 
Three bodies are my food my strength is in nought: 
Anger, wrath, waste, and noise, are my ehildren dear. 
Guess, friend, what I ara, and how I ara wrought ; 
Monster of sea or of land, or of elsewhere ? 
Know me, and use me, and I may thee defend : 
Anti if I be thine en'my, I may thy life end. 
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WYATT BEING IN PRISON, TO BRYAN. 

SmHs are my food; my drink are my tears; 
Clinking of fetters would such music crave: 
Stink, and close air, away my life it wears ; 
Poor innocence is ail the hope I have. 
Rain, wind, or weather, judge I by naine ears ; 
Malice assaults that righteousness should have. 
Sure am I, Bryan, lhis wouud shall heal again ; 
But yet, alas ! the scar shall still remain. 

OF DISSEMBLING WORDS. 

TFIROUtHoUT the world, if it were sought, 
Fair words enough a man shall find; 
They be good cheap: they cost right nought; 
Their substance is but only wind : 
]tut well to say, and so to mean, 
That sweet accord is seldom seen. 

OF THE MEAN AND SURE ESTATE. 

STAND xhoso list, upon the slipper wheel 
Of high estate ; and let me here rejoice, 
And use my lire in quietness each deal, 
Unknown in court, that hath the wanton toys. 
In hidden place my time shall slowly pass; 
And whea my years be past withouten noise, 
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Let me die old, after the common trace: 
For gril)es of death do he too hardly pass, 
That known is to ail, but to himself» alas 
He die/h unknown, dased with dreadfu[ face. 

1o_1 

TtlE COURTIER'S LIFE. 

IN Court to serve, decked with fre»h array, 
Of sugred meats feeling the sweet repast; 
The life in banquets, and slindry kinds of lllay; 
Amid the  press of worldly looks to wa»te, 
Hath with it join'd oft-times such bitter taste, 
That whoso joys such kind of life to hold, 
In prison joys, fetter'd with chains of gold. 

OF DISAPPOINTED PURPOSE BY -EGLIGENCE. 

Or Carthage, he that worthy warrior, 
Could overcome, but could hOt use his chance: 
_And I likewise, of ail my long endeavour, 
The sharp conquest, though fortune did advance, 
Ne could I use the ho|d that is given over 
I unpossess; so hangeth now in balance 
Of war, my peace.; reward of ail my pain. 
At Mountzon thus, | restless test in Spain. 

OF HIS RETURN FROM SPAIN. 

TG:S, farewe]l ! that westward with thy streams 
Turns up the grains of gold already tried; 
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For I with spur and sail go seek the ' Thames, 
Gainward the sun that sheweth her wealthy pride ; 
And to the town that Brutus sought by dreams, 
Like bended moon that leans her lusty side. 
3Iy King, my Country, I seek, for whom I lire: 
O mighty Jove! the winds for this me give. 

OF SUDDEN TRUSTING. 

DRxvzN by desire, I did this deed, 
To danger myself xithout cause why; 
To trust th' untrue, not like to speed; 
To speak and promise faithfully. 
But now the proof doth verify, 
That, "' whoso trusteth ere he know, 
"" Doth hurt himself, and please his foc." 

OF THE MOTHER THAT EAT HER CHILD AT THE SIEGE 
OF JERUSALEM. 

Is doubtful breast whiles mothedy pity» 
Vith furious famine standeth at debat% 
The mother saith; "" 0 ehihl unhappy  
"" Return thy blood, where thou hadst milk of late. 
 " Yield me those lilnbs that I ruade unto thee» 
"" And enter there where thou wert generate 
" For of one body, against all nature, 
"' To another must I make sepulture." 
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OF THE MEAN AND SURE ESTATE, WRITTEN TO 
JOHN POYI, ES. 

M¥ molher's maids» when they do sow and spin, 
They sing a song ruade of the fieldish mouse; 
That, for because ber livelod was but rhin» 
D, ould needs go see ber townish sister's bouse. 
She thought herself endur'd to grievous pain ; 
The stormy blasts her cave so sore did souse, 
That when the furrows swimmed t ith the vain, 
She must lie cold, and wet» in sorry plight; 
And, worse than that» bare meat there did remain 
To comtbrt her, when site hel" bouse had dight. 
Sometime a barley corn, sometime a bean, 
For which she laboured hard» both day and night, 
In harvest time» while she might go and glean: 
And wben her store was 'stroyed with the flood, 
Then well-atvay! for she undone was dean. 
Then was she fain to take» instead of food, 
Sleep if she might, her hunger to beguile. 
"" 51y sister»" t quoth she» '" hath a living good; 
« And hence from me she dwe]leth hot a mlle. 
"" In cold and storn b she lieth warm and dru', 
"" In bed of down : the dirt doth hot defile 
"" Her tender foot; she labours hot as I. 
"" Rich]y she feeds, and at the rich man's cost; 
"" And for her meat she needs hot crave nor cry. 
"' By sea, by land» of de|icaes the most 
«' Her cater seeks, and spareth for no perel: 
"" She feeds on boil meat, bake meat, and on toast, 

 qu0d. 
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"" And hath therefore no whit of charge nor travel. 
« And, when she list, the liquor of the grape 
"' Doth glad her heart, till that her beily sweil." 
And at this .iourney makes she but a jape ; 
So forth she goes, trusting of ail this wealti b 
V'ith her sister lier part so foi" to shape, 
That if she might there keep herself in health, 
To lire a lady vhile lier lire do iast. 
And to the door liow is she corne by stealth. 
And with her foot anon he scrapes fidl fast. 
Th' other, for fear» durst uot weil scarce appear, 
Of every noise so vas the Vl'etch aghast. 
At last, she asked softly,  ho was there, 
And in her language, as well as she could. 
« Peep,'" quoth the other, "' sister, I ara here.'" 
" Peace,"  quoth the town-mouse, "vhy speakest thou so loud?'" 
And by the hand .-he took her fait, and well: 
" Velcome," Yquoth she, « my sister, by the rood." 
She feasted lier, that joy it was to tell 
The thre they had.; they drank the wine so clear» 
And» as to purpose now aud then it fell, 
She eheer'd lier with, " How, sister ! hat cheer !" 
Amid this joy befel a sorry chance, 
That, weli-away ! the stranger bought full dear 
The fare she had.; tbr, as she look'd askance, 
Under a "stool she spied two steaming eyes 
In a round head vith sharp ears : in Frauce 
W-as never mouse so fear'd, lot" the umvise 
Had hOt y-seen such a beast before; 
Yet had nature taught her after lier guise 
u quod. x quod. Y quod z stde. 
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To know her foe, and dread him evermore. 
The town-mouse fled, she knew whither to go ; 
lqae other had no shift, but wonders sore 
Fear'd of lier lire, at home she wish'd her tho; 
And to the door, alas ! as she did skip, 
The heaven it would, lo! and eke her chance was so, 
At the threshold ber silly foot did trip, 
And ere she might recover it again, 
The traitor cat had caught her by the hip, 
And ruade ber there against her will remaia, 
That had forgot her poor surety, and rest, 
Foi" seeking wealth, herein she thought to reign. 
Alas ! my Poynes, how men do seek the best, 
_And find the worse, by errour as they stray ! 
And no marvel, vhen sight is so opprest, 
And blinds the guide, anon out of the way 
Goeth guide, and ail, in seekiug quiet life. 
O wretched minds! there is no gold that may 
Grant that you seek, no war, no peace, no strife; 
No, no! although thy head were hoop'd with gold. 
Serjeant with mace, ith halbert, sword, nor knife, 
Cnnot repulse the care that follow should. 
Each kind of life hath with him his disease. 
Lire in delights, eveu as thy lust would, 
And thou shalt find» when lust doth most thee please, 
It irketh straight, and by itself doth fade. 
A small thing is it, that may thy mind appease. 
None of you ail there is, that is so mad 
To seek for grapes on brambles, or on briers : 
Nor none I trow, that bath a wit so bad 
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Tf set his haye for conies over rivers ; 
Nor ye set hot a drag-net for an hare: 
And yet the thing that most is your desire» 
You do mis-seek, with more travail and care. 
Make plain thine heart, that it be hOt knotted 
V¢ith hope or dread  and see thy wil! be bare 
From ail attcts, whonl vice hath never spotted. 
Thyself content with that is thee assign'd, 
Aud use it well that is tf thee allotted. 
Then seek no more out of thyself tf find 
The thing, that thou hast sought so long before; 
For filou sha]t fee! it sticking in thy mind, 
Mad,  if ye list tf continue )our sore. 
Let present pass, and gape on rime tf corne, 
And deep thyself in travail more and more. 
Itenceforth, nly Poynes, this shall be ail and sure, 
These wretched fi,ols shall bave nought else of me: 
But tf the great God, and tf his doom, 
qone other pain pray l for them tf be, 
But, when the rage doth lead them from the right, 
That looking backward, Virtue they may sec, 
Even as she is, so goodly, fait, and bright; 
And vhi]st they clasp their lusts in arms across, 
Grant them, good Lord, as thou mayst of thy might, 
Tf freat inward, for losing such a loss. 

OF THE COURTIER'S LIFE, WRITTEN Tf JOHN POYINES. 

,IIIE own John Poynes, since ye delight tf know 
The causes why that homeward I me draw, 
And flee the b press of courts, where so they go, 
a ruade ; flrst o madde, b prease. 
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Rather than to lire thrall under the awe 
Of lordly looks, wrapped within my cloak, 
To will, and lust, learning to set a law; 
It is hot, that because I scorn, or mock 
The power of them, whom fortune here hath lent 
Charge over us, of right to strike the stroke. 
But true itis, that I have always meant 
Less to esteem them than the common sorl; 
Of outward things that judge in their intent, 
Vithout regard what inward doth resort. 
I grant» sonetime of glory that the tire 
I)oth touch my heart : me list not to report 
Blame by honour, and honour to desire. 
But how may I this honour now attain, 
That cannot dye the colour black a liar.9 
My Poynes» I cannot frame my tune to feign ; 
To cloke the truth for praise, without desàrt, 
Of them, that list all vice for to retain. 
I cannot honour them that set their part 
,Vith Venus, and Bacchus, ail their life long; 
lor hold my peace of them, although I smart. 
I cannot crouch nor kneel fo such a wrong, 
To worship them, like God on earth alone, 
That are as wolves these silly lambs among. 
I cannot with ray words complain, and moan» 
And surfer nought; nor smart without com plaint; 
Nor turn the word that from my mouth is gone. 
I cannot speak and look like as a saint; 
Use wiles for wit, and make deceit a pleasure; 
Call craft» counsel; for lucre still to paint. 
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I cannot wrest the law to fill the cotTer, 
XVith innoceJJt blood to feed myself tàt, 
And do most hurl, xvhere that most help I offer. 
I ana hot he, that tan allow the state 
Of high Cesar, and tl:mn Calo to die, 
That with hi (lealh did scape out of lhe gate, 
From Coesar's hands, if Livy dolh hot lie, 
Anti wouhl nt»t lire  here lil»erty  s lost: 
So did lais heart the commo»-wealth apply. 
I ara hOt he, such eloquence to boa.t, 
To make the crow in singing, as the swan; 
Nor call the lion of coward beasts lhe most, 
That cannot take a mouse as the car ca»: 
And he that dieth for hunger of the gold, 
Call him Alexande'; and say that Pan 
Passeth Apollo in music many fold: 
Praise Sir Topas for a noble ta]e, 
And scorn the story that the knight told: 
Praise him for counel that is drunk of aie; 
Grin xvhen he laughs, tiret beareth ail the sway; 
Frown u-hen he fro ns, and groan xvhen he is pale; 
On others' lust to hang both night anti day. 
None of these points would ever ff'ame in me : 
5Iy wit is nought, I cannot learn the ay. 
And much the less of things that greater 
That asken help of colours, to devise 
To join the mean» with each ex|remity; 
Vith nearest virtue a)e to cloke the vice, 
And, as to purpose likewise it shall fMI, 
To press the virtue that it may hOt rise. 
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As» drunkenness good fellowship to eall; 
The friendl.v foc, with lais fair double face, 
Say he s gentle» and courteous therewithal; 
Affirm that farci bath a goodly grace 
In eloquence ; and cruelty to naine 
Zeal of justice» and change in time and place; 
And he that suffereth offence without blame, 
Call him pitiful ; and him truc and plain, 
That raileth rechless unto each man's shame ; 
Saï he is rude» that eannot lie and feign; 
The lecher a loyer; and tyrann.v 
To be the right of a prince's reigu. 
I cannot» I» no no ! it will hot be. 
This is the cause that I could never yet 
Hang on their sleeves that weigh, as thou mayst sec, 
A chip of chance, more than a pou»d of wit. 
Thls maketh nae at home to hunt, and hawk 
And in fou1 weather at my book to sit, 
In frost and ShOW; then with m' bow to stalk : 
No man doth mark whereso I ride» or go. 
In lustï leas at liberty I walk 
And of these news I feel nor weal, nor woe, 
Save that a clog doth bang yet at my heel. 
No force for that ; for it is order'd 
That I may leap both hedge and d)ke full well. 
I ara hot now in France to judge the wine; 
SVith savoury sauce those delicates to feel: 
Nor yet in Spain» where one must him incline, 
Rather than tobe, outwardly to seem : 
1 meddle hot with wits that be so fine. 
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Nor Flanders cheer lets not my sight to deem 
Of black and white, nor takes my wits away 
"Vith beasfliuess ; such do those beasts esteem. 
1Nor I am not, where truth is given in prey 
For money, poison, and treason, of some 
A common practice, used night and day; 
But I am here in Kent and Christendom, 
Among the Muses, where I read and rhyme : 
SVhere if thou list, mine own John Poynes, to corne» 
Thou shalt be judge how I do spend my rime. 

HOW TO USE THE COURT, AND HIMSELF THEREIN: 
WRITTEN TO SIR FRANCIS BRYAN. 

.A sPENI)ING hand, that alway poureth out, 
ltad need to have a bringer-in as fast: 
And on the stone tbat still doth turn about, 
There groweth no moss: these proverbs yet do last: 
Reason bath set them in so sure a place, 
That length of years their force can never waste. 
XVhen I remember this, and eke the case 
"tVherein thou stand'st, I thought forthwith to write, 
Bryan, to thee, who knows how great a grace, 
In  riting is, to counsel man the right. 
To thee therefore, that trots still up and down, 
And never rests, but running day and night, 
Froln realm to reahn, from city, street, and town; 
Vhy dost thou wear thy body to the bones? 
Ald mightest at home sleep in thy bed of down, 
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And drink good aie so happy, for the noues. 
Feed thyself fat, and heap up pound by pound. 
Likeat thou hot this? '" No." Wh3'? "" For swine so groius 
'" In sty, and chaw dung moulded on the ground, 
'" And drivel on pearls, with head still in the mangèr. 
"" So of the harp the ass doth hear the sound; 
«« So sacks of dirt be fil'd. The neat courtier 
" So serves for less, than do these fatted swine. 
"' Though I seem lean and dry withouten moisture, , 
« Yet will I serve my Prince, my Lord, and thine 
'« And let them lire to feed the paunch that list ; 
"' So I may live to feed both me and mine." 
13 3, God ! well said. But what and if thou wist 
How to bring in, as fast a thou dost spend? 
"" That would I learn." And it shall not be miss'd 
To te]l thee how. 1NTOW hark what I intend. 
Thou knowest well first, whoso can seek to please, 
Shall purchase friends, where truth shall but offend 
Flee therefore truth; itis both wealth and ease : 
For though that truth of every man bath praise, 
Full near that wind goeth truth in great misease. 
Use VioEue, as it goeth now-a-days, 
In word alone, to make th3' language sweet, 
And of thy deed yet do hot as thot says ; 
Else be thou sure, thou shalt be far unmeet 
To get th3' bread ; each thing is now so scant. 
Seek still thy profit upon thy bare feet 
Lend in no wise, for fear that thou do want, 
Unless it be, as to a calf a cheese. 
But» if thou can be sure to win a cant 
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Of half af ]east mit is hOt good to leese. 
Learn at lhe lad, that in a long hite coat, 
From uuder the stall, withouten land or fees, 
llath leapt into the shop ; who knows by rote 
This fuie, that I have told thee here before. 
Sometime also rich age begins to dote ; 
See thou, when there thy gain may be the more, 
Stay him by the arm whereso he walk, or go; 
Be near alway, and if he cough too sore, 
Vhat he hath splt tread out, and please him so. 
A diligent knave that pikes his master's purse 
31ay please him so, that he, withouten mo, 
Executo," is ; and what is he the worse .9 
But if so chance, thou get nought of the man, 
The widow may for ail thy pain disburse. 
A riveled skin  a stinking breath ! what then ? 
A toothtess mouth shall do tby lips no barre. 
The gohl is good.; and thongh she curse, or ban, 
Yet where thee list, thou mayst lie good and warm : 
Let the ohl mule bite upon the bridle, 
Vhilst there do lie a sweeter in tby arm. 
In this also sec that thou be not idle: 
Thy niece, thy cousin, sister, or thy daughter, 
If she be fait, if handsome be ber middle, 
If tby better hath ber love besought her, 
Advance his cause, aud he shali help thy need: 
It is but love ; turn thou it to a laughter. 
But ware, I say, so gold thee help and speed, 
That in this case thou be hOt so unwise 
As Pandar vas in such a ]ike deed. 
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For he» the fool of conscience, was so nice, 
That he no gain would have fol" ail his pain. 
Be next thyself; for friend»hip bears no price  
Laughest thon at me? why? do I speak in vain? 
"" No, hot at thee, but at thy thrifty jest. 
"" Vouldest thon I should, for any loss or gain, 
" Change that for gold, that I bave ta'en fol" best ? 
"" Next godly things, to have an honest naine : 
"" Should I leave that! then take me for a beast." 
1NTay then, farewell ! and if thon care for shame, 
Content thee then with hoest poverty, 
,Vitlx fi'ee tongue, what thee mislikes, to blame ; 
Ad, for thy truth, sometime adversity. 
And therewithal this gift I shall thee give ; 
In this world now, little prosperity, 
And coin to keep, as water in a sieve. 
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TIIE SONG OF JOPAS, UNFIN[SHED. 

Vr.r; Dido feasted first," the wand'ring Trojan knight, 
Vhom Juno's wrath with storms did force," in Libic sands to light; 
That mighty Atlas taught," the supper lasting long, 
rith crisped locks, on golden harp," Jopas sang in song: 
"" That saine," "quoth he, '" that we," the world do call and naine, 
"" Of heav'n and earth, with ail contents," it is the very ri'ame : 
"" Or thus, of heavenly powers," by more pow'r kept in one, 
 " Repugnant kinds, in a midst of whom" the earth hath place alone. 
"" Firm, round, of living things" the mother, place, and nurse, 
"" Without the which, in *equal weight," this heaven doth hold his course. 
 quod. a middts,  egall. 
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"" And it is call'd by name;' the first and moving heaven : 
«' The firmament is placed next;" containing other seven. 
"' Of heavenly powers that same" is planted full, and thick; 
"' .As shining lights which we call stars," that therein cleave and stick. 
"" ATith great swift sway the first," and with his restless source, 
'" Carrieth itself, and ail those eight," in even continual course. 
"" And of this world so round," within that rolling case, 
"Two points there be that never more," but firmly keep their place. 
" 'Fhe tone we see alway," the tother stands object ; 
"" Against the same dividing just," the ground by line direct. 
'" \Vhicl by imagination," drawen from the one to th' other, 
"' Toucheth the centre of the earth," for way there is none other. 
'" And these be call'd the poles," descry'd by stars not bright; 
"" Arctic the one, northward we see;" Antarctic th' other height. 
"' The line that we devise" from th' one to th' other so, 
'" As axle is, upon the which" the heavens about do go ; 
"" Vhich of vater, nor eaoEh," of air, nor tire, bave kind; 
"' Therefore the substance of those saine," were hard for man to find. 
"" But they t be uncorrupt," simple and pure, unmixt; 
"" .And so we say gbe all those stars»" that in those saine be fixt. 
" And eke those erring seven," in circle as they stray, 
"" So eall'd, because against that first" they bave repugnant way  
"" .And smaller by-ways too»" scant sensible to mai1, 
"' Too busy work for my poor harp;" let sing them he that can. 
"The widest save the first," of all these nine above, 
"' One hundred years doth ask of space," for one degree to more : 
"" Of which degrees we make," in the first moving heaven, 
 Three hundred and threescore in parts,"justly divided even. 
'" And }et there is another" between those heavens two, 
"Vhose moving is so sly, so slack," I name it hot for now. 

fbouc. g b¢nc. 
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"The seventh heav'n» or the shell," next to the starry sky, 
" All those degrees that gather'th up" with aged pace, so sly, 
'" And doth perform the same," as elders' count bath been, 
" In nine-and-twenty years complete," and days almost sLxteen, 
"" Doth carry in his bowt" the star of Saturn old ; 
"A threatner of ail living things" with drought, and with his cold. 
"" The sixth, whom this contains,'" doth stalk with younger pace, 
« And in twelve years doth somewhat more" than th' others' voyage was. 
" And this in if doth bear," the star of Jove benign, 
" 'Tween Saturn's malice and us men," friendly defending sign. 
«' The fifth bears bloody Mars," that in three hundred days, 
« And twice elev'n, with one full year," hath finish'd ail those ways. 
"" A year doth ask the fourth," and hours thereto six, 
« And in the same the dayès eye," the sun, therein he sticks. 
«' The third that govern'd is" by that, that governs me, 
"And love for love, and for no love" provokes, as oft we see, 
"" In like space doth perform" that course, that did the tother: 
"" So doth the next unto the same," that second is in order. 
'" But it doth bear the star," that call'd is Mercury, 
"" That many a crafty secret step" doth tread, as calcars try. 
"" That sky is last, and fixt" next us, those ways hath gone 
"' In seven-and-twenty common days," and eke the third of one ; 
'" And beareth with his sway" the diverse moon about, 
"Now bright, now brown, now bent, now full," and now her light is out. 
 ' Thus bave they of their own" two movings all these seven, 
"" One, wherein they be carried still,'" eacb in his several heavenl 
 " Another of themselves,'" where their bodies be laid, 
" In by-ways, and in lesser rounds," as I afore have said ; 
" Save of them ail the sun" doth stray least from the straight: 
"' The starry sky hath but one course," that we have call'd the eight. 



la6 SONGS AND SONNETS. 

And ail these movings eight" are meant from west to east, 
Although they seem to climb aloft," I say» from east to west; 
But that is but by force" of the first moving sky» 
In twice twelve hours from east to west»" that carrieth them by and by. 
But mark we well also" these movings of these seven, 
Be not about the axletree" of the first moving heaven; 
For they have their two poles'" dlrectly tone to the tother»" &c. 
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THE COMPLAINT OF A LOVER, XVITH SUIT TO HIS LOVE 
FOR PIT$ r. 

I F ever woful man" might more your hearts to ruth, 
Good ladies, hear his wofifl plaint," whose death shall try his truth ; 
And rightful judges be" on this his true report, 
If he deserve a lover's name" among the faithful sort. 
Five hundred rimes the sun" hath lodged him in the west, 
Since in my heart I harbour'd first" of all the goodliest guest. 
$$Those worthiness to shew," my wits are all too faint, 
.And I ]ack cunlfing of the schools," in colours her to paint. 
But this I briefly say," in words of h equal weight, 
So void of vice was never none," nor with such virtues fi'eight. 
And for her beauties praise," no wight that with ber warsl 
For where she cornes, she shews herself," as sun among the stars. 
But» Lord ! thou wast to blame," to frame such  perfectness, 
.And purs no pity in her heart,'" my sorrows fo redress. 
For if ye knew the pains" and pangs that I have past, 
A wonder would it be to you," how that my life hath last. 
SVhen all the Gods agreed'" that Cupid with his bow, 
Should shoot his arrows from her eyes," on me his might to short,. 

! eall, i parfitness.. 
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I knew it was in vain" my fi)rce to trust upon, 
And well 1 wist it was no shame" to yield to such a one. 
Then did 1 me submit," with humble heart and mind, 
To be ber man for evermore," as by the Gods assign'd. 
And since that day no woe," wherewith Love might torment, 
Could more me ri'oto this faithfu| hand," or make me once repent. 
Yet have I felt fuil oft" the hottest of his tire, 
The bitter tears, the scalding ",, 
sJhs, the burning hot desire; 
_And, with a sudden slght," the trembling of the heart; 
_And how the blood doth come and go," to succour every part. 
Vhen tiret a pleasant look" hath lift me in the air, 
A frown hatb ruade me fall as fast" into a deep despair. 
And when that I ere this" my talc couid weli by heart, 
And that my tongue had learned it," so that no word might staoE; 
The sight of her bath set" my wits in such a stay, 
That to be lord of ail the world," one word I eould hot say. 
And many a sudden cramp" my heart hath pinched so, 
That for the rime my senses ail" felt neither weal nor woe. 
Yet saw I never thing" that might my mind content, 
Eut wish'd it hers, and at her will," if she could so consent. 
Nor never heard of woe" that did her wiil (lisplease, 
But wish'd the saine unto m)'seH;" so it might do ber case. 
Nor never thought that fair," nor never liked face, 
Unless it did resemble ber," or some part of ber grace. 
No distance yet «,f place" could us so far (livide, 
But that my hcart, and my good wili," did stiil with her abide. 
Nor )-et it never lay" in any fortune's pow'r 
To put that sweet out of my thought" one minute of an hour. 
1Xo rage of drenching sea," nor woodness of the wind, 
1Nor cannons with their thundring cracks;" could put her from my mind. 
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}'or when both sea and land" asunder had us set, 
lIy whole delight was only then" rnyself alone to get, 
And thitherward to look," as near as I could guess, 
"Vhere as I thought that she was then" that might my woe redress. 
Full oft it did rne good" that ways to take my wind; 
So pleasant air in no place else" metlought I could hot find: 
I saying to myself;" "My life is yonder way;" 
And by the wind I bave her sent" a thousand sighs a day : 
And said unto the sun;" '" Great girls are given thee, 
«' For thou rnayst see mine earthly bliss," wherever that she be. 
"Thou seest in every place :" would God ! I had thy might, 
«' And 1 the ruler of rnyself," then should she know no night." 
And thus frorn wish to wsh," rny wits have been at strife, 
And wanting all that I bave wish'd," thus bave I led rny life. 
But long it cannot last," that in such woe remains. 
lo force for that; for death is sweet,'" to him that feels such pains. 
Yet most of ail ine grieves," when I ara in rny grave, 
That she shall purchase by my deatl" a cruel naine to bave. 
XVherefore ail you that hear" this plaint, or shall it see, 
,Vish that it rnay so pierce ber heart," that she rnay pity me: 
For, and it were her will," for botla it were the best, 
To save my life, to keep ber naine," and set my heart at test. 
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OF THE DEATH OF MASTER DEVOROX, THE LORD 
FERRES' SON. 

,Vrto justly may rejoice" in ought under the sky, 
As lire, or lands, as friends, or fruits," which only lire to die ? 
Or who doth hot well know" ail worldly works are vain, 
And giveth nought, but to thee lends," to take the saine again ? 
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For though it lift some up,'" as we long upward ail, 
Such is the sort of slipper wealth," all things do rise to fall. 
Th' uncertaiuty is such," experience teacheth so, 
That what things lnen do covet most," them soonest they forego. 
Lo! D«vorox, where he lieth," whose lire men held so rieur, 
That now his death is sorrowed so," that pity it is to heur. 
l|is birth of ancient blood," his pareuts of great faine; 
And yct in virtue hr before" the foremost of the saine. 
His King and C,mtry both'" he served to so great gain, 
That with the Brutes record doth test," and ever shall remain. 
No man in war so meet" an enterprise to take; 
No man in peace that pleasur'd more" of en'mies fl'iends to make. 
A Cato for his counsel," his head was surely such ; 
Ne Theseus' fl-iendship was so great," but Devorox was as much. 
A grafl" of so small growth," so much good fruit to bring, 
ls sehlom heard, or never seen,'" it is so rare a thing. 
A man seut us ff'oto God," his ]ife did weli declare ; 
Aud now seut for by God again,'" to teach us what we are. 
Deall, and the grave, that shall'" accompany ail that lire, 
1 luth brought him heaven, tho' somewhat soon,'" which life could never give. 
God grut well ail that shall'" profess as he profest, 
To lire so well, to die no worse,'" and send his soul good rest. 

THFA" OF THE MEAN ESTATE ARE HAPPIEST. 

Iv right be rackt and overruu, 
And power take part with open wrong; 
If fear by force do yield too soon, 
The lack is like to last too long. 
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If God for goods shall be unplaced ; 
If right for riches lose his shape ; 
If world for wisdom be embraced ; 
The guess is great, much hurt may hap. 

Among good things I prove and find, 
The quiet lire doth most abound ; 
And sure, to the contented mind 
There is no riches may be round. 

For riches hates to be content; 
Rule is en'my to quietness ; 
Power is most part impatient, 
Asd seldom likes to lire in peace. 

I heard a herd-man once compare, 
That quiet nights he had mo slept, 
And had mo merry days to spare, 
Than he which ought the beasts he kept. 

I would hot ha¢e it thought hereby, 
The dolphin swim I mean to teach; 
Nor yet to learn the falcon fly; 
I row hot so far past my reach. 

But as my part above the rest 
Is well to wish, and wcll to will ; 
So, till my breath shall fail my breast, 
I will hot cease to wish you still. 
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COMPARISON OF LIFE AND DEATH. 

Tnv. life is long, that loathsomely doth last; 
The doleful days draw slowly to their date 
The present pangs, and painful plagues forepast, 
Yield grief aye green to stablish this estate 
So that I feel in this great storm and strife, 
That death is sweet that endeth such a life. 

Yet by the stroke of this strange overthrow, 
At which conflict in thraldom I was thrust, 
The Lord be praised, I am well taught to know 
From whence man came, and eke whereto he rnust; 
And by the way, upon how feeble force 
His term doth stand, till death doth end his course. 

The pleasant years that some so swiftly run; 
The merry days to end so fast that fleet; 
The joyful nights, of which day daweth so soon; 
The happy hours which mo do miss than meet, 
])o ail consume, as snow against the sun, 
And death makes end of ail that life begun. 

Since death shall dure till ail the world be waste, 
What meaneth man to dread death then so sore ? 
As man might make that lire should alway last: 
Without regard the Lord hath led belote 
The dance of death, which all must run on row; 
Though how, or when, the Lord alone doth know. 
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If man would mind what burdens lire doth bring ; 
What grievous crimes to God he doth commit; 
What plagues, what pangs, what perils, thereby spring, 
With no sure hour in all his days to sit; 
He would sure think, as with great cause I do, 
The day of death were better of the two. 

Death is a port, whereby we pass to joy; 
Life is a lake, that drowneth ail in pain: 
I)eath is so dear, it ceaseth ail annoy; 
Lire is so lewd, that all it yields is vain : 
And as by life to bondage man is brought, 
Even so likewise by death was freedom wrought. 

Wherefore with Paul let ail men wish and pray 
To be dissol"d, of this foui fleshly mass : 
Or, at the least, be arm'd against the day; 
That they be found good soldiers, prest to pass 
From lire to death, from dealh to lire again; 
To such a life, as ever shall remain. 
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THE TALE OF PIGMALION, WITH CONCLUSION UPON 
THE BEAUTY OF HIS LOVE. 

lt Greece, somefime there dx elt" a man of worthy faine; 
To grave in stone his cmming was ;'" Pigmalion was his naine. 
To make his faine endure," when deah had him bereft, 
He thought it good, of his own hand" some filed work were left. 
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In secret study then" such work he gan devise, 
As might his cunning best cotnmend," and please the looker's eyes. 
A courser fait he thought" to grave, barb'd for the field, 
And on his back a seemly knight," weil arm'd with spear and shield. 
Or else some fowl or fish" to grave he did devise ; 
And still within his wandring thoughts" new fancies did arise. 
Thus varied he in mind'" what enter|)rise to take, 
Till fancy moved his learned hand" a woman fair to make. 
,Vhereon he staid; and thought" such k perfect tbrm to frame, 
'hereby he might amaze ail Greece," and win immortal naine. 
Of îvory hite he made" so fair a uoman than, 
"rhat Nature scorn'd ber ! perfectness'" so taught by craft of man. 
XVell shaped were ber limbs," full comely was ber face ; 
Each little vein most lively couch'd ;" each part had seemly grace. 
'Twixt Nature and Pigmalion" there might appear great strife; 
So seemly was this image wrought," it lack'd nothing but lire. 
ltis curious eye beheld'" his own de'ised work, 
And gazing «»ft thereon, he round" much venom there to lurk: 
For ail the feaur'd shape" so did his fancy lnove, 
That wib his idol whom he ruade" Pigmalion fell in lo'e: 
To  h«»m he honour gave," and (leck'd with garlands sweet, 
And did adorn ilh jeels rich," as is for loyers meet. 
So,uetimes on it he faw,l'd," sometime in rage would cryi 
It was a wonder to behohl" how fancy blear'd his eà'e. 
Since that this image dt, mb" inflam'd so wise a man, 
lly dear, alas ! since ! you love," vhat wonder is it than ? 
In hom hath Nature set" the glo'y of ber naine, 
And brake her mould in great despair," your like she conld hOt frame. 

k parfite. ! perfimesse. 
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THE LOVER SHEWETH HIS WOFUL STATE, AND PRAYETH 
PITY. 

LtKv. as the lark within the n merlin's foot 
With piteous tunes doth chirp her yelden lay; 
So sing I uow, seeing none other boot, 
My rendering song, and to your will obey. 
Your virtue mounts above my force so high, 
And with your beauty seiz'd I am so sure ; 
That there avails resistance none in me, 
]:lut patiently your pleasure to endure. 
For on your will my thncy shall attend; 
My lire, my death, 1 put both in your choice; 
And rather had this life by you to end, 
Than lire by other, always to rejoice: 
And if your cruelty do thirst my blood, 
Then let it forth, if it may do you good. 

UPON CONSIDERATION OF THE STATE OF THIS LIFE, 
HE WISHETH DEATH. 

Tv. °longer life, the more olTence; 
The more olTence, the greater pain ; 
The greater pain, the less defence ; 
The less defence, the lesser gain ; 
The loss of gain long iii doth try; 
Wherefore come death, and let me die. 

n marlian's, o lenger. 
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The shorter life, less count 1 find ; 
The less accourir, the sooner ruade; 
The count soon ruade, the merrier mind 
The merry mind doth thought evade : 
Short life, in truth, this thing doth try; 
Wherefore corne death, and let nie die. 

Corne, geutle death, the ebb of care ; 
The ebb of care, the flood of life ; 
The flood of lire, the joyful fare; 
Thejo.vful rare, the end of strife; 
The end of strife, that thing wish I ; 
SVherefore come death, and let nie die. 

THE LOVER THAT ONCE DISDAINED LOVE, IS NOXV BECOME 
SUBJECT, BÈING CAUGHT IN HIS SNARE. 

To this n,y song give ear who list 
And mine intent judge as ye will 
The time is corne that [ bave miss'd 
The thing, whereon I hoped still 
And from the top of ail my trust, 
Mishap hath thrown me in the dust. 

The rime bath been, and that of ]ate, 
My heart and I might leap at large; 
And was hOt shut within the gare 
Of love's desire, nor took no charge 
Of any thing that did pertain, 
As touching love» in any pain. 
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My thought was free, my heart was light; 
I =narked hot who Iost, who sought; 
I play'd by day, 1 slept by night; 
[ forced hot who wept, who iaught; 
My thought from ail such things was free, 
And | myself at liberty. 
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I took no heed to taunts nor toys, 
As lief to see them frown as snile ; 
Where fortùne laugh'd, I scorn'd their joy% 
I round their frauds, and every wile; 
And to myself oft-times [ smiled, 
To see how love had them beguiled. 

Thus in the net of my Colmeit 
I masked still, among he sort 
Of such, as fed upon the bait, 
Thal Cupid laid tbr his disport; 
And ever as I saw them caught, 
I them beheld, and thereat laught. 

Till at the length when Cul)id spied 
My scorlfful will, and spitefitl use; 
And how ! past hOt who was tied, 
So that myself might still lire lose ; 
He set himelf tolie in wait, 
And in my way he threw a bait. 

Sueh one as Nature never made» 
I date well say, save she alone; 
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Such one she was, as would invade 
A heart more hard than marble stone ; 
Such one she is, 1 know it right; 
Her Nature made, to shew her might. 

Then as a man even in a maze» 
Vfhen use of reason is away, 
Sol began to stare and gaze ; 
And suddenly, without delay, 
Or ever I had the wit to look, 
I swaliowed up both bait and hook. 

Vhich daily grieves me more and more, 
By sundry sorts of careful woe ; 
And none alive may salve the sore, 
But only she that hurt me so ; 
In whom my lire doth now consist, 
To save, or slay me as she list. 

But seeing now that I am caught, 
And bound so fast I cannot flee ; 
le ye by mine ensample taught, 
That in your fansies feel you free ; 
Despise not them that loyers are, 
Lest you be caught wlthin his snare. 

OF FORTUNE AND FAME. 

Tnv. plague is great where Fortune frowns; 
One mischief brings a thousand xoes: 
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,Vhere trttnpets give their warlike sowns, 
The weak sustain sharp overthrows : 
No better lire they taste and feel, 
That subject are to Fortune's wheel. 

Her happy chance may last no time ; 
Her pleasure threatneth pains to corne. 
She is the rail of those that climb, 
And yet her wheel advanceth some. 
No force where that she hates, or loves, 
Her fickle mind so oft removes. 

She gives no gift, but craves as fast 
She soon repents a thankful deed; 
She turneth afler every blast ; 
She helps them oft that have ao need; 
Where power dweils, and riches rest, 
False Fortune is a common guest. 

Yet some afllrm, and prove by skili, 
Fortune is not as fleeing Faine; 
She neither can do good nor ill ; 
She bath no form, yet bears a name: 
Then we but strive against the streams 
To frame such toys» on fancy's dreams. 

If she bave shape, or naine alone» 
If she do rule, or bear no sway» 
If she have body, life, or none, 
Be she a sprite I cannot say; 
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But well I wot some cause there is, 
That causeth woe, and sendeth bliss. 

The cause of things 1 will hot blame, 
Lest 1 offend the P,ince of Peace : 
Bttt I may chide, and brawl vith Faine, 
To make her cry, and never cease 
To blow the trump within her ears, 
That may appease my woful tears. 

AGAINST WICKED TONGUES. 

0 EVil. tongues ! which clap at erery wind, 
Ye slav the quick, and eke the dead defame : 
Those that lire well, some fault in them ye find; 
Ye take no thought in sland'ring lheir good name; 
Ye put just men oft-times fo open shame: 
Ye ring so loud, .ve sound unto the skies ; 
And yet in proot 3"e sow nothing but lies. 

Ye make great war, where peace hath been of long 
Ye bring rich realms to ruin and decay 
Ye pluck down right, ye do enchaunce the wrong; 
Ye turn sweet mirth to woe, and well-away: 
Of mischiefs ail be are the ground, 1 say. 
Happy is he that lires on such a sort, 
That needs hOt fear such tongues of false report. 
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HELL TORMENTETH NOT THE DAMNED GHOSTS SO SORE 
AS UNKINDNESS THE LOVER. 

Trie restless rage of deep devourlng hell ; 
The blazing brands that never do consume; 
The roaring tout, in Pluto's den that dwell ; 
The fiery breath that frotn those imps doth fume 
The dropsy dryeth, that Tantale in the flood 
Endureth aye, ail hopeless of relief; 
He hunger sterven, where ri'uit is ready food, 
So wretchedly his soul doth surfer grief; 
The liver gnawn of guilefui Prometheus, 
SVhich vuitures fell with strained talent tire ; 
The labour lost of wearied Sisiphus ; 
These hellish hounds, ith pains of quenchless tire, 
Cannot so sore the silly souls torment, 
As ber untruth m) r heart bath all to rent. 

OF THE MUTABILITY OF TItE WOPLD. 

B fortune, as I lay in bed," my fortune was to final 
Such fansies as my careful thought" had brouht into my mind. 
And when each one was gone to rest," full soft in bed to lie, 
I would have slept, but then the watch" did follow still mine eye. 
And suddenly I saw a sea" of woful sorrows prest, 
SVhose wicked ways of sharp repnlse" bred mine unquiet rest. 
I saw this worhi, and how it went," each state in his degree, 
Ald that ri'oto weMth y-granted is'" both life and libert.v. 
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l saw how envy it did reign," and bear the greatest price, 
Yet, greater poison is hot round'" within the cockatrice. 
I saw also how that disdain," oft-times to forge my woe, 
Gave me the cup of bitter sweet," to pledge my mortal foc. 
I saw also how that desire" to rest no place could find, 
But still constrain'd in endless pain" to follow Nature's kind. 
I saw a]so, most strange of ail," how Nature did forsake 
The b|ood that in her wornb was wrought," as doth the lothed snake. 
I saw how Fancy wou]d retain" no plonger than ber lust, 
Anti as the wind how she doth change," and is hot for to trust. 
I saw how stedfastness did fly'" with wings of often change, 
A flying bird, but seldom seen,'" her nature is so strange. 
I saw how pleasant rimes did pass," as flowers do in the mead, 
To-day that riseth red as rose," to-morrow falleth dead. 
I saw my rime how it did run" as sand out of the glass» 
Èven as each hour appointed is," from time and ride to pass. 
I saw the b'ears that 1 had spent," aad loss of ail my gain, 
And how the sport of youthful plays" my folly did retain. 
l saw how that the little ant" in summer still doth run 
To seek ber food, vhereby to lire" in winter for to corne. 
I saw eke Virtue hoxv she sat" the thread of life to spin, 
Vhich sheweth the end of every work'" before it doth begin. 
And vhen all these I thus beheld," with many mo perdie, 
In me, methought, each one had wrought" a q perfect property. 
And then I said unto myself," a lesson this shall he, 
For other that shall after corne," for to beware by me. 
Thus ail the night I did devise" which way I might constrain 
To forma plot, that wit might work" these branches in my brain. 
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HARPALUS' COMPLAINT OF PItlLLIDA'S LOVE BESTOWED 
ON CORIN, WHO LOVED HER NOT, AND DENIED 
HIM TH4T LOVED HER. 

PHILLIDA was a fair maid, 
As fresh as any flow'r, 
,rhom Harpalus the herd-man pray'd 
To be his paramour. 

Harpalus, and eke Corin, 
'ere herd-men both y-fere: 
And Phillida could twist and spin, 
And thereto sing full clear. 

But Phillida was ail too coy 
For Harpalus to win; 
For Corltl was her only joy, 
'ho forc'd her not a pin. 

How often would she flowers twine, 
How often garlands make 
Of cowslips and of columbine, 
And ail for Corin's sake. 

But Corin he had hawks to lute, 
And forced more the field; 
Of loyers' law he took no cure-- 
For once he was beguil'd. 
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Harpalus prevailed nought; 
His labour ail was lost; 
For he was farthest from her thought, 
And yet he loved her most. 

Therefore wax'd he both pale and lean» 
And dry as dot of clay; 
I-ILs flesh it was consumed clean, 
l-Ils colour gone away. 

His beard it had not long been shave, 
HLS hair hong ail unkempt; 
A man most fit, even for the grave, 
V(hom spiteful love had spent. 

His e)'es were red, and all forewatched; 
His face besprent with tears ; 
It seem'd unhap had him long hatched» 
In midst of his despairs. 

I-ILS clothes were black, and also bare, 
As one forlorn xvas he ; 
Upon his head always he ware 
A wreath of willow tree. 

His beasts he kept upon the hilI, 
_And he sat in the dale ; 
And thus, with sighs and sorrows shrill; 
He gan to tell Iris tale. 
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"' 0 Harpalus !" thus would he say, 
"" Unhappiest under sun! 
"" The cause of thine unhappy day 
"By love was first begun. 

"" For thou went'st first by suit to seek 
"" A tiger to make tame; 
"" That sers hOt by thy love a leek» 
"' But makes thy grief ber game. 

" As easy it were for to convot 
 " "Fhe frost into the flame  
"As for to turn a froward heart, 
"" Whom thou so faine would'st frame. 

" Corin he liveth carèless, 
"" He leaps among the leaves; 
" He eats the fruits of thy redress ; 
 ' Thou reaps, he takes the sheaves. 

«' 5Iy beasts, awhile your food refrain, 
"" And hark your herd-man's sound 
«" VVhom spiteful love, alas ! hath slain» 
 ' Though girt with many a wound. 

" 0 happy be ye beasts wild, 
 " That here your pasture takes ; 
«' I see that ye be hot beguil'd 
«' Of these your faithful makes. 
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«" The hart he feedeth by the hind 
"« The buck hard by the doe; 
t« The turtle-dove is hot unkind 
"' To him that loves her so. 

"' The ewe she hath by her the ram; 
 " The young cow bath the bull ; 
"' The calf with many a ]usty lamb 
"" Do feed their hunger full. 

" But well away! that Nature wrought 
« Thee, Phillida, so fair  
"" For I may say that I bave bought 
"" Thy beauty ail too dear. 

 " SVhat reason is it that cruehy 
"' "Vith beauty should bave part 
«' Or else that such great tyranny 
"' Should dwell in woman's heart 

"" I see therefore to shape my death 
"' She cruelly is prest ; 
"" To th' end that I may want my breath. 
"' My day's been at the best. 

"" 0 Cupid  grant this my request, 
"" And do not stop thine ears ; 
"That she may feel within ber breast» 
"" The pains of my despairs. 
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" Of Corin, that is carèless, 
"That she may crave her fee, 
"As I bave donc in great distress» 
"That loved her faithfully. 

'« But since that [ shall die ber slave» 
" Her slave and cke ber thrall ; 
"rrite you, my friends, upon my grave, 
"This chance that is befail. 
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s« I-IERE LIETH UNHAPPY HARPALUS 
« ]Y CRUEL LOVE NOW SLAIN; 
««VrllOM PHILLIDA UNJUSTLY THUS 
«« HATrl blURDERD WITH DlSDAIN." 

UPON SIR JAMES 1VILFORD'S DEATH. 

Lo ! here the end of man." The cruel Sisters three 
The web of Vilford's life" uneth had half y-span, 
tVhen rash upon misdeed'" they ail accorded be 
To ' break off Virtue's course" ere half the race were run; 
And trip him on his way»'" that else had won the game 
_And holden highest place" Within the house of fame. 

Fret yet though he be gone," thotlgh sense with him be past, 
Vrhich trod the even steps" that leaden to renown 
Ve that remain alive" ne suffit shall to waste 
The fame of his deserts," so shall he lose but sown. 
The thing shall aye remain,'" aye kept as fresh in store 
As if his ears should ring" of that he wrought before. 
 break Virtue's : break of Virtue's, second 40. 
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Vail not therefore his want," sith he so left the stage 
Of care and wretclled lire," with joy and clap of hands. 
Who playeth longer parts," may well bave greater age 
But few so well may pass" the gulf of fortune's sands 
So triedly did he tread," aye prest at Virtue's beck, 
That fortune found no place" to git'e him oece a check. 

The rates have rid him hence;" who sh«ll not after go? 
Though earthed be his corpse," yet flourish shall his fanle. 
A gladsome thing it is," that ere he stept us fro, 
S»ch mirrors he us left" out lire thereby to frame; 
"Vherefore his praise shall last," aye fresh in Britons' sight, 
Till sun shall cease to shine" and lend the earth his light. 

OF THE ,VRETCHEDNESS IN THIS WORLD. 

Vro list to lire upright," and hold himself content. 
Shall see such wonders in this world'" as never erst was sent. 
Such groping for the sweet," such tasting of the sour: 
Such wand'ring here for worldly wealth,'" that lost is in one hour; 
And as the good or bad" get up in high degree, 
So wades the world in right or wrong," it lnay lone other be. 
And look what laws they make," each man must them obey, 
And yoke himself, with patient heart," to drive anti dra that  a b. 
Yet such as long ago'" great rulers were assign'd, 
Both lires aud las are now forgot,'" and worn clean out of mind. 
So that by this I see," no state on earth may last, 
But as their times appointed be," to rise and rail as fast. 
The goods that gotten be" by good and just desàrt, 
Yet use them so that need,v hands'" may hel 1) to spend the part : 
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For look ! what heap thou hoard'st" of rusty gold in store, 
Thine enemies shall waste the saine," chat nerer swat therefore. 

THE REPENTANT SINNER IN DURANCE AND ADVERSITY. 

UlO the lit'ing Lord" for pardon do I pray, 
From hom 1 grant, even ri'oto che shell," I bave run sill astray; 
And other lires there none," my death shall well declare, 
On whom I ought to g,'ate tbr grace,"as faulty folks do fare. 
But thee, O Lo,'d, alone" I Imve ot]bnded so, 
That this small seoll,'ge is nluch too scalt" fi»r mine oflènee, I know. 
I tan without returu'" the way che worhl lik'd best, 
And what I ought most to regard." that I respected leat. 
The throng whel'ein I thrust," hath thrown me in such case» 
That, Lord ! iny soul is so,'e beset," without thy greater g,'ace. 
My guilts are grown so great," my power doth so apaire, 
That with great force they argue oft," and mercy much despair. 
But then with faith 1 flee" to thy prepared st«we, 
Where there lieth help for every hurt," ald salve fi»r every sore. 
My lost time to lainent,'" my vain ways to bewail, 
No day, no night, no place, no hour," no nlome,t 1 shall rail. 
My soul shall nerer cease," with an assured thith, 
To knock to crave, to call, to c,'.V," to TnEE for help, vhich saith, 
"KNocK, AND IT SHALL BE IIEARD;" BUT ASK AIID GIVE/ IT ISo" 
And ail that ]ike to keep this course," of mercy shall hot miss. 
For when I call to nind" how the one wand'ring sheep 
Did bring more joy with lais returu," than ail the flock did keep ; 
It yiehls full hope and trust," ny traed and wand'ring ghost 
Shall be received, and held more dear" than hose were never lost. 
Y 
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O Lord ! my hope, behold !" and for my help, make haste 
To pardon the forepassed race" that careless I bave past ; 
And, but the day draw near" that death must pay the debt» 
For loan of lire which thou hast lent," and time of payment set ; 
From this sharp show'r me shield," which threat'ned is at hand, 
SYhereby thou shalt great pow'r declare," and 1 the storm withstand. 
Not my xvill, l.ord, but thine,  fulfill'd be in each case, 
To whose great  iii and mighty pow'r," ail pow'rs shall once give place. 
3Iy thith, my hope, my trust," my God, and eke my guide, 
Stretch forth thy hand to save lhe soul," what-so the body bide. 
Refuse hot to recei¢e'" that thou so dear hast bought, 
For, but by thee alone, 1 knt»w" all safety in vain is sought. 
I know attl 'knowledge eke," albeit very late» 
That thott itis I oughl to love" and dread in each estate ; 
And wilh rt-pentant heart," do laud thee, Lord, on high, 
That hast so gently set me straight," that erst walk'd so awry. 
1N'ow grant me grace, my (iod," lo stand thine, strong in sprete, 
And let the world then «'ork scch ways" as to the worhl seems meet. 

THE LOVER HERE TELLETIt OF HIS DIVERS JOYS, AND 
ADVERSITIES IN LOVE, AND, LASTLY OF HIS 
LADY'S DETH. 

SITH singing gladdeth oit the hearts 
Of them that feel the pangs of love, 
And for the while doth ease their smarts.; 
3lyself» l shall the saine way prove. 
And though that love hath smit the stroke, 
3A'hereby is lost my li berty, 
Vhich by no means l may revoke ; 
Yet shall l sing, how pleasantly 
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Nigh twenty years of yo«th I past, 
Vhich ail in liberty I spent; 
And so from first unto the last, 
Èe aught ! knew hat ioving meant. 
And after shall I sing the woe, 
The pain, the grief, the deadly smart, 
'hen love this iife did overthrow 
That hidden lies within my heart. 
And then the joys that l did feel, 
A'hen Fortune lifted afier this, 
And set me high upon her wheel, 
And chang'd my woe to pleasat»t bliss. 
And so the sudden fhll again, 
From ail the joys that I was in : 
Ail you that list to hear of pain, 
Give ear! fol" now l do begin. 
Lo[ first of ail when Love began, 
V¢ith hot desires, my heart to burn ; 
Methought his might avail'd hot than, 
From liberty my heat-t to turn. 
For I was free, and did hot knov 
How much his rnight rnan's heart may grieve ; 
I had profess'd to be his foe ; 
His law 1 thought hot to believe. 
I went untied in lusty leas ; 
I had my wih always at will ; 
There was no  oe might me displease ; 
Of pleasant joys I had my fili. 
No painful thought did pass my heart, 
[ spilt no tear to et my breast; 
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I knew no sorrow, sigh, nor smart; 
lIy greatest grief was quiel rest. 
I brake no sleep, I tossed not, 
Nor did delight to sit alone ; 
I felt no change of cold and hot, 
Nor nought a-nights couh| make me moan. 
For ail was joy tha! 1 did feel, 
And of void wand'ring I was free ; 
I had no clog tied at my heel : 
This was my life at liberty. 
That yet, methinks, itis a bliss 
To think upon that pleasure past ; 
But forthwithal 1 find the miss, 
For that it might no longer last. 
Those days I spent at my desire, 
,Yithout woe, or adversity ; 
Till that my heart was set a-tire 
,Vith love, with wrath, and jealousy. 
For on a day, Mas, the while ! 
Lo'. hear my harm how it began ; 
The blinded Lord, the God of guile, 
Had list to end my freedom than. 
And through mine eye into my heart 
Ail suddenly I felt it glide ; 
He shot his sharped tiery dart 
So hard, that yet under my side 
The head, alas ! doth still remain ; 
And yet since could I never know 
The way to wriag it out again ; 
Yet was it nigh three year ago. 
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This sudden stroke made me aghast, 
And it began to vex me sore : 
But yet I thought it would have past, 
As other such had done before. " 
But it did not, that, woe is me! 
So deep imprinted in my thought 
The stroke al»ode, that yet I see, 
Methinks, my harm how it was wrought. 
Kind taught me straight, that this was love 
And I perceived it perfectly: 
Yet thought l thus ; " Nought shall me more, 
" I will hOt thrall my liberty." 
And divers ways I did assay, 
By flight, by force, by friend, by foe, 
This tiery thought to put away ; 
I was so Ioth for to tbrego 
My liberty, that me was lever 
Than bondage was, where I heard say, 
,Vho once was bound, was sure never 
SYithout great pain to scape alay. 
But what tbr that, there is no choice ; 
For my mishap was shape, so, 
That those my davs that did rejoice» 
Should turn mv bliss to bitter woe. 
For with that stroke mv bliss took end, 
Instead hereoft'orth ith [ caught 
Hot burning sighs, that since bave brend 
My wretched heart almost to nought. 
And since that day, 0 Lord ! my iife, 
The miser that it bath felt ; 
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That nought bath had but woe and strife, 
And hot desires my heart lo melt. 
O Lord ! how sudden was the change, 
From such a pleasant liberty! 
The very thrahlom seemed strange; 
But vet there svas no remedy, 
But I mu»t yield and give up ail, 
And make my guide, my chiefest foc ; 
And in this wise became I thrall; 
Lo ! love and hap would have it so. 
I suffered wrong, and held my peace ; 
I gave my tears good leave to run ; 
And never would seek for redress, 
But hop'd to lire as 1 begun. 
For what it was that might me case, 
He lived hot lhal might it know: 
Thus d'ank 1 ail mine own disease, 
And ail alone bewaii'd my woe. 
There was no sight that might me please : 
1 fled from them that did rejoice ; 
And oit alone, my heart to ease. 
I wouhl bewaii with wofid voice, 
My lire, my state, my misery, 
And curse myself and ail my days: 
Thus wrought l with my fantasy, 
And sought my help none other ways. 
Save sometime to m.self alone, 
Vhen far off" was my help, God wo 
Loud would I cry; " My lire is gone, 
" 51y dear, if that ye help me llOt." 
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Then wish'd I straight that death might end 
These bitter pangs, a,td ail this grief; 
For n,»ught, methought, might it amend. 
Thus, i,t despai," to have relief, 
I lingered forth, till 1 was brought 
,Vith pining in so piteous case, 
That ail lhat saw me said, methought, 
«' Lo! death is painted in his face." 
I went nowhere, but by the way 
I saw some .ight before mine eyes 
That ruade me sigh, and oft-times sa)'; 
"" My life, alas ! ! thee despise.'" 
This lasted well a year, and more, 
X, Vhich ,o wight knew, but ouly I ; 
So that my lire was near forlore» 
And 1 despaired utterly. 
Till o, a day, as fin'tune would, 
For bat, hat shall be, needs must fall» 
I sat nie clown, as though 1 .hould 
Have e,ded then my lire, and ail. 
And as I sat to write my plaint, 
Meaning to shew my great unrest, 
"Vith quaking hand, and heart full faint» 
Amid my plaints among the test; 
1 wrote with ink, and bitter tears, 
" 1 ara hOt mine ! I ara hot mine ! 
" Behohl my life, away that wears; 
"" And if 1 die, the Ioss ;s thine.'" 
Here aith a little hope 1 caught, 
That for a while my life did stay; 

16"1 
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But in efl'ect ail was fi»r nought. 
Thus lit'ed I s/iii, tJll on a day, 
As I sat staring on those e.Ves, 
Those shining eyes that first me bound, 
lXly inva,'d tho lhough cry'd, " Arise 
"" Loi merey vh«re it may be round." 
And lherevithal I dre me tear 
'ith feeble heart, and at a braide, 
(But it was softly) 4n ber ear. 
"" 51ercy, Madame," was ail I said. 
But woe was me t hen it was tohl : 
For theretithal fainted my breath, 
.Anti 1 sat still for o behohl, 
And hear the judgment of my death. 
But love, nor hap, would hot consent 
To end me hen, btt, well-away! 
There gave me bliss, that 1 repent 
To think 1 lire to see this day. 
For after this I plained still 
So long, and in so pi/eons wise, 
That 1 my tvi.-h had at my will 
Granted, as I wouhl it de'ise. 
But, Lord ! ho ever heard or knew 
Of half the joy that I tlt than  
Or who tan think it may be true, 
That so much bliss had ever man ? 
Lo! fortune thus set me ah,ft, 
And more my sorrows to relieve, 
Of pleasant joys I tasted oft, 
As much as love, or hap, might give. 
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The sorrows old I felt befot'e 
About my heart, were driven thence ; 
And for each grief, 1 felt atbre, 
1 had a bliss in recompence. 
Then thought I ail the time weli spent 
That I in plaint had spent so long ; 
So was I with nly lire content, 
That to myself I said among: 
"" Since thou art rid of ail thine iii, 
" To shew th 3, jo3s, set ibrth thy voice; 
"" And since thou hast thy wish at will, 
"" M3" happ3" heart, rejoice ! rejoice 
Thus felt I joys a great deal mo 
Than by my song may vell be told; 
And, thinking on my passed woe, 
My bliss did double many ibid. 
And thus 1 thought ith mannès blood 
Such bliss might hot be bought too dear; 
In such estate my joys then stood, 
That of a change 1 had no fear. 
But hy sing 1 so long of bliss? 
It lasteth hot, that -iil away. 
Let me theretbre bewail the miss, 
And sing the cause of my decay. 
ail this while there lit ed mme 
That led his lire more pleasantly; 
1%or, under hap, there was hot one, 
Methought, so well at case as l. 
But, O blind Joy! who may thee trust! 
For no estate thou canst assure ; 

Yet 
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Thy faithfid vows prove ail unjust; 
Thy fair behests be full unsure. 
Good proof by me, that but of late, 
Not fully twenty days ago, 
Vhich thought my lire was in such state, 
That nought might work my heart this woe. 
Yet bath the enemy of mine ease, 
Cruel mishap, that wretched wight, 
Now when my life did most me please, 
Devised me such cruel spite; 
That from the highest place of ail, 
As to the pleasing of my thought, 
Down to the deepest am I fall, 
And to my help availeth nought. 
Lo ! thus are ail my joys quite goue, 
And I ara brought from happiness 
Continually to wail and moan ; 
Lo! such is fortune's stableness. 
In wealth I thought sttch siiertie 
That pleasure should have ended never: 
But nmx.. alas ! adversity 
Doth make my singing cease for erer. 
O, frail pleasure! , sliding bliss! 
O, brittle joy ! O, x ealth unstable ! 
\Vho feels lhee mot, he shall not miss 
At length tobe ruade miserable. 
]For ail must end as doth my bliss; 
There is none oher certainty; 
Anti at |he end the worst is his, 
That most hath known prospérity. 



UNCERTAIN AUTHORS. 

For he that never bliss assayed, 
3lay well away with wretchedness ; 
But he shall find, that hath it "sayed, 
A pain to part ri'oto pleasautness ; 
As I do now: ri»r ere 1 knew 
Vhat pleasure was, 1 felt no grief 
Like unto this; and it is truc, 
That bliss hath brought me ail this rnischief. 
But yet 1 have hot songen how 
This mischief came, but I intend, 
"Vith sofid voice to si»g it now, 
And theresithal I make an end. 
But, Lord, now that it is begun, 
I feel my sprites are vexed sore ; 
O ! give ne breath till this be donc, 
Ad af-ter let me lire no more. 
Alas! the en'my of this life, 
The ender of ail pleasantness, 
Alas ! he bringeth ail this strife, 
Ad causeth ail this wretchedness. 
For in the ' midst of ail the wealth 
That brought my heart to happiness, 
This wicked Death he came by stealth, 
And rob'd me of my joyfulness. 
Ite came, vhen that I |ittle thaught 
Of ought that might me vex so sore ; 
And suddenly he brought to nought 
3Iy pleasantness for e'ermore. 
Ile slew myjoy, Mas, the retch ! 
He slew myjoy, ere I aasware; 

s middcs. 
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And now, alas! no might may stretch, 
To set an end to my great care. 
For by this cursed deadly stroke 
My bliss is lost, and I forlore .; 
And no help may the loss re'oke, 
For lost it is for evermore. 
-knd closed up are those fair eyes, 
That ga'e me first the sign of grace ; 
My fait seet foes, mine enemies. 
And earth doth hide her pleasant face. 
The look which did my life uphold, 
And ail tny sorrows did confound, 
V'ith which more bliss than may be/old, 
Alas! now lieth it under ground. 
But cease, for I will sing no more, 
Since that tny harm bath no redre ; 
But as a wretch, for e'ermore 
My life will waste with wretchedness. 
And ending this tny woful song, 
Now that it ended is and past, 
I would tny life were but as long, 
And that this word might be my last. 
For loathsotne is that life, men say, 
That liketh hot the liver's mind: 
Lo! thus I seek tnine own decay, 
And will, till that I may it find. 
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OF HIS LOVE, NAMED VHITE. 

FuLt. fair and white she i.% aad Vhite by naine, 
"Vhose white doth strive the lilies' white to stain 
x, Vho may contemn the blast of black defame ; 
X, Vho in dark night cau bring day bright again. 
The ruddy rose impr«sseth with clear hue, 
In lips and cheeks, right orient to behold, 
That the near gazer may that beauty rue, 
And feel dispers'd in iimb. the chilling cold; 
For white, ail white, his bloodless face will be, 
The ashy pale so airer will his cheer. 
But l, that do possess in fidl degree 
The hearty love of this my heart so dear, 
So oft to me as she presents her face, 
Forjoy do feel my heart spring from his place. 

OF THE LOVER'S UNQUIET STATE. 

Wn'r thing is that which I both have and lack ? 
Vqth good will granted, yet it is denied : 
How may 1 be received and put a-back ? 
Alway doing, and yet unoccupied: 
Most slow in that, which I bave most applied. 
-Still thus to seek, and  lose ail that I win, 
And that was done, is newest to ben. 

t lese. 
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In riches find I wilfid poverty ; 
In great pleasure, lire [ in hea iness ; 
In much fi'eedotn 1 lack my liberty; 
Thus ara 1 both itjoy and in distress: 
And in few words, if that I shall be plain, 
In paradise 1 suflr ail this pain. 

WI1ERE GOOD WILL IS, SOME PROOF VILL APPEAR. 

IT is no tire that gives no heat, 
Though it appear never so hot; 
And they that run, anti cannot sweat, 
Are very lean and dt')', God wot. 

A perfect leche applieth his wits 
To gather herbs of ail degrees ; 
And tvers with their fervent fits 
Ee cured with their contraries. 

New wine will search to lind a vent, 
Although the cask be set so strong; 
And wit will walk when will is bent, 
Although the way be never so |ong. 

The rabbits run under the rocks; 
The snails do climb the highest tow'rs; 
Gunpowder cleaves the sturdy blocks : 
A fervent will ail thing devours. 
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SVhen wit with will, and diligent, 
Apply themselves, and match as mates, 
Theve can no want of resident 
From force defend the castle gates. 

17.5 

Forgetfulness makes lit»le baste  
Anti »loth delights to lire full soft ; 
That telle|h the deaf, his »aie doth waste ; 
And is full dry that craves full oft. 

VERSES WRITTEN ON TIIE PICTURE OF SIR JAMES 
WILFOR D, KNIGIIT. 

AL.es] that ever death" such virtues shouhl forlet, 
As compas'd was within his corps," h»e picture is here set. 
Or that it ever lav" in any f, rtuue's might. 
Through deep disdain to end his lire," that was so worthy a wight. 
For sith he lirst began" in armour to be clad, 
A worthier champion than he was," yet England never had. 
And though recure be pas»," his lire to bave again, 
Yet would ! wi,-h his w«rthi»ess" in wriling to remain. 
That men to mind might call," how far he did excel, 
At ail assays, tu win the faine," which were too long to tell: 
Attd eke the restless race" that he flll oft hath run, 
bi painfid plight, ri'oto place to place," vhere service was to done. 
Then shouhl men well perceive" my tale to be of truth, 
And he to be the worthiest wight'" that ever Nature wïought. 
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THE LADY PRAYETH THE RETURN OF HER LOVER, 
AB[DING ON TIIE SEAS. 

SHALL l thus ever long," and be no whit the near ? 
And shall I still complain to thee," the hich me will hOt hear? 
Alas! say nay! say nay!"and be no more so du,,b; 
But open lhou thy manly moutb," and say that thou ,i]t conte. 
"3,'hereby my heart may think,'" although l see hot thee, 
That thou wilt corne, lhy word so sware,'" if thou a lires man be. 
The roaring hugy waves,'" they threaten m 3, pi,o," ght)st, 
Anti toss thee up and down the seas,'" in danger to be Iost. 
Shall they hot make me ia,"" that they bave swallowed thee? 
BIIt as thou art most sure alive," so tilt thou corne to me; 
\Vhereby l shall go see'" thy ship ride on the strand, 
A,d think and sa)', " Lo!  here he cornes ;'" a,«l sure here will he land." 
A,d then I shall lift up" to thee m)" little ha,,d, 
A,d thou shalt think thine heart in ease,'" in health to see me stand. 
And if thou corne indeed,'" as Cbri_-t thee send to do, 
Those arms which miss thee yet," sh;,ll thon eml»race thee too. 
Each rein to every joi,t'" the livcly bltotl »hall si)read , 
XVhich now, tbr tant of thy glad sight," dolh »hew full pale and dead. 
But if thou slip thy truth»'" and do hot conte at all, 
As minutes in the clot:k do strike," so call fier death I shall ; 
To please both thy false hea,'t," and rid m'self from woe» 
That rather had to die in truth," than lire torsaken so. 
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THE MEAN ESTATE IS BEST. 

THé. doubtful mau bath fevers strange, 
And constant hope is oft diseas'd; 
De»pair cannot but breed a change, 
Nor fleeting bearts caunot be pleas'd; 
Of all these bad, tbe best, l think, 
well to hope, though fortune shrink. 

Desired things are not aye prest, 
Nor things denied left ail unsought; 
Nor new things to be loved best, 
Nor ail ofl;ers to be set at nought; 
Vhere faithful heart hath been refus'd, 
The ehooser's wit was there abus'd. 

The woful ship of careful sprite, 
Fleetin on seas of wellittg tears ; 
qth salis of wishes, broken quite, 
Hanging on waves of doleful fears ; 
By surge of sighs, at wreck near hand, 
May fast no anchor hold on land. 

What helps the dial to the blind, 
Or else the clock, ithout it sound? 
Or vbo by dreams doth bope to find 
The hidden gold xvithin the ground» 
Shall be as tree from cares and fears, 
As he that holds a wolf by the ears. 
A 
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And how much tnad is he that thinks 
To climb to beau'en by the beams ? 
"Vhatjoy, alas! hath he that winks 
At Tita,t, or his golden streams ? 
Ilis jo.)"s hot subject tu reason's laws, 
That joyeth more than he bath cause. 

For as the phoenix that climbeth high, 
The sun lightly in ashes burueth ; 
Again, the thlcon, so quick of eye, 
Soou ou the grouud the net u measheth. 
Eperienee therefore the mean assurance, 
Pvefers belote the doubtfid pleasanee. 

THE LOVER THINKS NO PAIN TOO GREAT WHEREBY HE 
MAY OBTAIN HIS LADY. 

STH that the ay to ea]th is woe, 
Aud after pain is l»lea,ure prest; 
V,'hy should 1 then despair s% 
Aye bewailiug mine uurest ; 
Or let to lead my liI in lmin, 
So worthy a lady to obtain? 

The fisherman doth courir nO care 
To cast his uets to vrack or waste i 
And in veward of each man's share, 
A gogen gift is much  embrac'd : 
Should 1 then grudge it grief, or gall, 
That look at length to helm a whale. 
u masheth: measheth, x imbrast. 
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The poor man ploweth his ground for grain, 
And soeth his seed increase to crave; 
And for th' expense of ail his pain, 
Oit holds it hap lais seed to save: 
These patient pains my part doth show; 
To long for love, ere that I know. 

And take no scorn to scape from skill, 
To »pend my sprites, to spare my speech, 
To win for weaith the want of will, 
And thu., for rest to rage I reche: 
Running my race as rect upright, 
Till tears of truth appease my plight, 

And plant my plaint within her breast, 
Vfho doubtless may restore again 
_My harms to hea|th, my ruth to rest, 
That laced is ithin ber chain ; 
For erst ne are the grlefs so great 
As is the jo xvhen love is met. 

For vho covets so high to clim 
As doth the bird that pitthll took . 
Or who delights so swift to swim 
.as doth the fish that scapes the hook ? 
If these had never enter'd woe 
How » might they bat e rejoiced so ? 
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But yet. alas ! ve loyers ail 
That  hear me joyless thus rejoice, 
Y mought, z hcre me joy thus less : hear ¢aejoyless thus. 
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Judge hOt amiss what so befall ; 
In me there lieth no power of choice : 
If is but llope that doth me more, 
Vho standard-bearer is to Love. 

On whose ensign when I behold, 
lsee the shadow of her shape, 
Vithin my faith so tst 1 tbld ; 
Through dread [ die, through hope I scape: 
Thus ease and woe full oft 1 find  
What will you more? she knoweth my mind. 

OF A NEW MARRIED ST['DENT, THÀT PLAYED FAST 
AN D LOOSE. 

A STUDENT at his book so plat'd, 
That wealth he might have won ; 
From book to wife did fleet in haste, 
From wealth to oe to run. 

Now who hath play'd a feater cast, 
Sincejaggling rirst begun ? 
In knitting of himself so fist, 
Himself he bath undone. 

THE MEAN ESTATE IS TO BE ACCOLNTED THE BEST. 

,Vo craftly casts to steer his boat, 
And safely scours the flattering flood, 
He eutteth hot the greatest waves ; 
For wh.v ? that way were nothing good. 
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He fleeteth on the crooked shore, 
Lest harm him hap awaiting lest ; 
But wins a a)" between them botb ; 
As 1o would say; " The mean is best." 

D,'ho vaiteth on the golden mean, 
He, put in poi»t of sickerness, 
Hides hot his head in sluttish coats, 
Ne shrouds himself i tilthiness. 
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Ne sits aloft in high estae» 
.Vhere hateful hearts env) his chance; 
But wisely alks betwixt them twain, 
Ne proudly doth hinself advance. 

The highest tree in ail the wood 
ls rifest rent with blust'rit»g vinds ; 
The bigher hall, the greater fMI; 
Such chance hath proud aud lofty minds. 

,Vhen Jupiter from high doth threat 
D.-ith mortal mace and ,lint of thunder, 
The highest hills bee,t batter'd eft, 
b hen they stand still, that stode under. 

The man whose head with wit is fraught, 
In eallh ill fear a worser tide; 
'heu fortune fail, deslmireth nought» 
But con-tantly doth still abide. 
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For He that sendeth grisly storms, 
x, Vith whisking winds, and bitter blasts» 
And foui'rb with hail the winter's face, 
And frotes the soli with hoary frosts ; 

Even lte, adaw'th the force of cohl; 
The spriug in sends, with summer hot; 
The saine full oit to stormy hearts 
L; cause of baie, of joy the foot. 

Not always iii, though so be now: 
"Vhen clouds been driven, then rides the rack. 
Phoebus the fi'esh ne shooteth still ; 
Someti,ue he harps, his muse to wake. 

Stand stifftherefore: phlck up thy heart; 
Lose hot thy port, though fortune til : 
Again, when wind doth serve at will, 
Take heed too high to hoist thy sali. 

THE LOVER REFUSED, LAMENTETH |IlS ESTATE. 

1 LENT my love to loss," and gaged my life in vain, 
If hate fi»r love, and death for life," of loyers be the gain. 
And curse I may by course," the place, eke tiIne aud houe, 
That nature first i, me did fo,'m" to be a lires creatu,-e. 
Sith that I rot,st absc,W" myself so secretly, 
In place desert, whcre never man" my secrets shall descry; 
I n doling of my days" among the beasts so brute, 
Who with their tongues may hot bewray'" the secrets of my suit. 
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Nor I in like to them" may once to more my mind, 
But gaze on them, and they on me," as beasts are wont of kind. 
Thus rangiug as refus'd," to reach some place of rest, 
Ail rough of hair, rny halls unnocht," as to such seemeth best» 
That wander by their wits»" detbrmed so to be ; 
That men may say such one may curse" the time he first gan see 
The beauty of ber face," ber shape, in .uch degree 
As God himself may hot discern'" one place meded to 
Nor place it in like place," ny fancy tbr to please, 
,Vho would become a herd-man's hire." one hour to have of ease 
"Vhereby 1 might restore'" to nle some stedfastness ; 
That have mo thoughts heap'd in ny head" thau lire rnay l»ng disges : 
_As, oit to throw me d«» n'" Ul»On the earth so cohl, 
Vhereas with tears mot ruefully" mv s«rrows do unfold. 
And in beholdi»g them'" 1 chieflv call to mind, 
Vqmt woman could find in her heart," such bondage for to bind. 
Then ra.shly forth I yede,"to cast me from that tare, 
Like as /he bird tbr tbml doth fly," and lighteth in the snare. 
From whence I may hot  more," until my race be run, 
So lrained is my truth thï«ugh hev" that thiuks my life well won. 
Thus to.s I to and ri'o," in hope to have relie/; 
But in the fine I find hot so," it doubleth but my grief. 
Vherefore 1 will my want'" a warning fi»r to be 
Unto ail me,b wi»hing that they'" a mi,'rour make of me. 

THE 

FELICITY OF A MIND EMBRACING VIRTUE, TIIAT 
BEHOLDETH THÈ WRETCHED DEIRES OF 
THE WORLD. 

VHN dreadful swelling seas,'" through boisterous windy blasts, 
So toss the ships, that all for nought" serres anchor» sali» and toasts: 
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$$rho takes not pleasure then" safely on sh»re to rest, 
And see with dread, and deep despair," how shipmen are distrest. 
Not that we pleasure take," whe» others feelen smash; 
Out gladness groweth to sec their harms," anti yet to feel no part. 
Delight we take also," well ranged in array, 
SVhen avmies meet, to see the fight,".'et fvee be ri'oto the fray. 
But yet among the rest," no joy nay match with this, 
T' aspire nnto the temple high," where wisdom lhvoned is. 
1)efended ith the saws" of hoary heads expert, 
SVhich cleav it keep from errouv's mist," that might the truth pervert. 
From whence thou mayst look down," and see, as uuder foot, 
M,n's wand'ving will, and «loubtful life," from hcnce they take their root. 
liov some by wit contend,'" by pvowess some do vise; 
Riches atd fuie to gain and hold," i ail that men devise. 
O, miserable minds !'" O, heavts in folly dvent ! 
SVhy see you hot  hat blindness in" this wretched lire is spent ? 
Body devoid of grief;" mind f,'ee from cave and dread; 
Is ail, and some, that nature cva'es,'" wherewith ouv life to feed. 
So that fol" natuve's tuvn,'" few things may well su/llce, 
Dohmr and grief clean to expel,'" attd some delight surprise. 
Yca, and it falleth oft,'" that nature more content 
i, ith the less, than when the more," to cause delight, is spent. 

.tLL WORLDLY PLEASURES VADE. 

Ttv. x imer ith his gvisly storms'" no longer dare abide; 
The pleasant grass  ith lu.-ty green'" the eavth hath newl)" dyed. 
The trees bave leaves, the boughs do spread," new changed is the year; 
The water brooks are clean sunk down," the pleasant banks appear. 
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The spriug is corne; the goodly nymphs'" now dance in every place: 
Thus bath the year most pleasantly" of laie y-chang'd his face. 
Hope for no immortality," for wealth wili wear away; 
As we may learn by every year," yea, hours of every day. 
For Zephyrus doth mollify" the cold and bl«stering winds ; 
The summer's drought doth take away" the spring out of out minds 
And yet the summer cannot last," but ouce must step aside ; 
Then autumn thinks to keep his place," but autumn cannot bide; 
For when he hath brought forth his fi'uits," and stuft the barns with corn, 
Then winter eats, and empties ail," and thus is autumn worn. 
Then hoary frosts possess the place," theu tempests work much barre, 
Then rage of storms c do make ail cold," which sum mer had ruade so warrn. 
Wherefore let no man put his trust" in that, that will decay; 
For slipper wealth will hot continue," pleasure will wear away. 
For when that we bave iost out life," and iie under a stone, 
Vrhat are we then? we are but earth !" then is out pleasure gone. 
No man can tell what Goal alrnight" of every wight doth cast; 
No man c.an say to-day I lire," till morn my lire shall last. 
For when thou shalt befbre thy Judge'" stand to receive thy doom, 
Vhat sentence Minos doth pronounce,'" that must of thee become. 
Theu shall hot noble stock, and blood," redeem thee from his hands 
Nor sugar'd talk with eloqueuce," shall loose thee ri'oto his bands. 
Nor yet thy life uprightly led'" caa help thee out of hell ; 
For who descendeth-dowu so deep,'" nmst there abide and dwell. 
l)iana could hOt thence deliver'" chaste llypolitus, 
Nor Theseus could not call to lire" his friend Pirithous. 

« doneo 
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A COMPLAINT OF THE LOSS OF LIBERTY 
BY LOVE. 

IN seeking rest, uurest I find; 
|find that wealth is cause of woe. 
SVoe worth the rime[ that I inclin'd 
To fix in mind ber beauty so. 

That day be darkened a the night ; 
Let furious rage it clean devour; 
Ne sun nor moou therein give iight, 
But it consume with stream and shower. 

Let no small birds strain forth their voice 
"Mith pleasant tunes ; ne yet no beast 
Find cause whereat he may rejoice, 
That day when chauced mine unrest. 

V'herein, alas! from me was raught 
Mine own fi'ee choice, and quiet mind; 
My lire, d my death, in balance brought, 
And reason razed through bark and rind. 

And I as yet in flower of age, 
Both wit and will did still advance, 
Aye, to resist that burning rage: 
But when I  dar'd, then did I glance. 

d me i m.T'.  dartc ; dar'd. 
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Nothing to me did seem so high, 
In mind I could it straight attain ; 
Fancy persuaded me thereby, 
Love to esteem a thing most vain. 

But as the bird upon the f breer, 
Doth prick, and proyne her, without care 
Not kuowing, alas, poor fool  how near 
She is unto the fowler's snare; 

So I, anfid deceitful trust, 
Did hot mistrust such woful hap; 
Till cruel Love, ere that I wist, 
Had caught me in his careful trap. 

Then did I feei, and partly know, 
How little force in me did reign, 
So soon to yield to overthrow; 
So frail to flit from joy to pain. 

For when in wea|th, wiil did me lead 
Of liberty to ghoist my sail, 
To hale at sheet, a,d cast my lead, 
I thought free choice would still prevail. 

In whose calm streams I sail'd so far, 
No raging storm had in respect, 
Untii I rais'd a goodly star, 
V'hereto my course I did direct. 

187 
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In whose prospect, in doleful wise, 
My tackle rail'd, my compass brake; 
Through hot desires such storms did fise, 
That stern and top went ail to wrack. 

O cruel hap ! O fatal chance ! 
O fortune ! why were thou unkind; 
,Vithout regard, thus in a trance» 
To reave fi'om me my joyful mind ? 

Where I was free now must I serve ; 
XVhere I was loose now ana I bound: 
In death my lire I do preserve, 
As one through girt with man)' a wound. 

A PRAISE OF HIS LADY. 

Gv. place, you Ladies, and be gone! 
Boast hot yourselves at ail: 
For here at hand approacheth one, 
,rhose face will stain you all. 

The virtue of her lively looks 
Excels the precious stone ; 
I wish to have none other books 
To read, or look upon. 
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In each of her two crystal eyes 
Smileth a naked boy; 
It would you ail in heart suce, 
To see that lamp of joy. 

I think Nature hath lost the mould, 
XVhere she i,er shape did take ; 
Or else, I doubt if Nature could 
So fait a creature make. 
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She may be well compar'd 
Unto the phoenix kind, 
XVhose like was never seen, nor heard. 
That any man can fin& 

In life she is Diana chaste, 
In truth Penelope, 
In word and eke in deed stedthst 
What will you more we say? 

If ail the worid were sought so far, 
Who could find such a wight ? 
Her beauty twinkleth like a star 
Within the frosty night. 

Her rosial colour cornes and goes 
B'ith such a comely grace; 
More h ruddier too than doth the rose, 
Within ber lively face. 

 redier; ruddiero 
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At Bacchus feast none shall her meet, 
Ne at no wanton l)lay; 
Nor gazing in an open street, 
Nor gadding as a stray. 

The modest mirth that she doth use, 
Is mixt with shamefastness ; 
Ail vice she doth wholly refuse, 
And hateth idleness. 

O Lord ! itis a wodd to see, 
How Virtue can repair, 
And deck in her such honesty, 
Vhom Nature ruade so fait. 

Truly she doth as far exceed 
Out women now a-days, 
As doth the gilly-flow'r a weed, 
And more, a thousand ways. 

How might I do to get a graff 
Of this unspotted tree ? 
For all the rest are plain but chai]', 
"Which seem good cora to be. 

This gift alone I shall her give, 
When Death doth what he tan, 
Her honest faine shall ever lire 
Within the mouth of man. 
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THE POOR ESTATE TO BE HOLDEN FOR BEST. 

E xvetsc now doth shew," what God us taught before, 
D esired pomp is vain," and seldom doth it iast. 
,V ho climbs to reign with kings,'" rnay rue his rate full sore : 
A las'. the woful end," that cornes with care full fast ! 
R eject him doth reaown," his pomp full iow is cast, 
D eceived is the bird'" by sweetness of the call : 
E xpei that pleasant taste,'" wherein is bitter gall. 

S uch as with oaten cakes" in poor estate abides, 
O f care bave they no cure ;" the crab with mirth they toast. 
More case feel they than those," that from their height down slides. 
E xcess doth breed theiv woe," they sail in Sciila's coast, 
R emaining in the storms," tiil ship and ail be lost. 
S erre God, therefore, thou poor," for 1o ! thou lires in test, 
E schew the golden hall," thy thatched bouse is bes-T. 

THE COMPLAINT OF THESTILIS AXlID TIIE DESART 
WOOD. 

Trlv.STl.Is, a sely man," when love did him forsake, 
In mourning wise, amid the woods" thus gan his plaint to make 
"" Ah ! xvofui man," iquoth he," "" fallen is thy lot to moan, 
" And pine away with careful thoughts," unto thy love unknown. 
 " Thy lady thee forsakes," whom thou didst honour so, 
"That aye to her thou were a friend," and to thyself a foc. 
"" Ye loyers ! that bave lost" your hearts' desired choice, 
"Lainent with me my cruel hap," and help my trembling voice. 

i quod. 



192 SONGS AND SONNETS. 

"" Was never man that kstood" so grmt in ortune's grace, 
"' Nor with his t sweet, alas [ too dear," posse»t so high a place, 
"" As I whose simple heart'" aye thought himself full sure : 
"' But now I see high springing tides'" they may hot aye endure. 
"She knows my guihless heart," ami yet she lets it pine; 
"" Of her untrue professed love," so feeble is the twine. 
" XVhat wonder is it then," if I berent my hairs, 
" And eraing death, contlnually" do barbe myself it tears .9 
"" XVhen Cresus, ki»g of Lide," was cast in cruel lamls, 
"" And yielded goods, and life also," into his en'mies' hands : 
"" %Vhat tongue couhl tell his woe?" yet was his grief much less 
"" Than mine, for I have lost my love," which might nty woe redress. 
"" Ye woods ? that shroud my limbs," give now your hollow sound, 
"" That ye may help me to bewail" the cares that ine eonfound. 
"" Ye rivers ! resta while," and stay the streams that run; 
"" Rue, Thestilis, most woful man" that lires under the sun. 
"" Transport my sighs, ye winds !" unto my pleasant foe; 
"' 5ly trickling tears shall witness bear" of this my cruel woe. 
"" 0 ! happy mau were 1," if ail the Gods agreed, 
"' That now the Sisters three shouhl eut" in twain my fatal thread. 
'" Till lire with love shall end," 1 here resign ail joy ; 
'" Thy pleasant sweet I now lainent," whose lack breeds mine annoy. 
" Farewell ! my dear, therefore ;" farewell ! to me well known; 
"' If that 1 die it shall be said" that tho hast slain thine own." 

AN ANSVER OF COMFORT. 

Tnv.s'rLS, thou sely man," why dost thou so comp]ain .9 
If needs hy love will thee forsake," thy mourning is in vain. 
For none can force the streams" against their course to run, 
N'or yet unwiIling love with tears'" or wailing can be won. 
k stodeo I swete.  cafving; ¢avingo 
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Cease thou therefore thy plaints," let hope thy sorrows ease: 
The shipmen, though their saiis be rent," 3"et hope to scape the seas. 
Thotgh strange she seem a while," .vet think she will hot change: 
Good causes drive a lady's love" sometime to seem full strange. 
No laver that hath it," but tan foresee such hap, 
That no wight can at wish, or wili," sleep in his lad.v's lap. 
Achilles for a rime" fait Brises did forego, 
Yet did tbey meet with joy again (" then thiuk thou maàst da sa. 
Though he, and lovet's ail," in love sharp storms da fiud, 
Despair hot thou, poor Thestilis," though thy love seem unkind. 
Ah ! think her gralTed love" cannot sa soon deca.V : 
High spJ'ings may cease from swelling still," but never dry away. 
art storms of loyers ire" da more their love increase ; 
As shining sun refresh the fJ'uits," when raining gins to cease. 
XVhen springs are vaxen low," then must they flow again; 
Sa shall thy heart advanced be" to pleasure, out of pain. 
Vhen ]ack of thy delight," toast bitter gt'ief appears, 
Think on Etvascus' worthy love," that lasted thivty 3"ears ; 
X''hich could hot long achieve" his heart's desired choi«e ; 
Yet at the end he round rewavd" that ruade him to rejoice. 
Since he st» long in hope" with patience did remain, 
Çannot thy fervent love forbeat" thy love a ° month, or twain ? 
Adroit she mind to change," and needs will thee forego; 
Is there no P more may thee delight'" but she that pains thee sa? 
Thestilis, dvaw to the towt»,'" and love as thou hast done ; 
In rime, thou knowest, by fhithful loe,'" as good as she is tou. 
And leave the desart woods," and wailil»g thus alo»e, 
Ami seek to salve thy sore elsewhet'e,'" if ail her love be gone. 

o mortcth, P ma. 
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T/IE LOVER PRAYETH PITY, SHEWING THAT NATURE HAT|i 
TAUGtlT HIS DOG, AS IT WERE, TO SUE FOR THE 
SAblE BY KISSING HIS LADY'S HANDS. 

ATUnV. that taught my sely dog, God vat, 
Even for my sake to q like vhere I do love, 
Enforced him, where as my Lady sat, 
A'ilh humble suit belote ber falling fiat, 
A» in his sort he might ber pray, and move 
To rue upon lais lord. and not forget 
The stedfast failh he beareth her, and love, 
Kissing her hand; whom she could hOt remove, 
Away lhat would for frowning, nor for threat ; 
As though he would bave said in my behove ; 
'" Pity my lord, your slave that doth remain, 
'" Lest b3, his death, 3-ou guillless slay us twain." 

OF ItlS RING SENT TO HIS LADY. 

Stcv. thou, my rig, mayst go where I ne may; 
Since lhou mayst speak, where I must hold my peace; 
Say unto her that is my livès stay, 
Graven within, hich I do here express ; 
"" That sooner shall the snn hot shine by day, 
"" And vith the tain the tloods shall waxen less, 
"" Sooner the tree the hunter shall bewray, 
'" Than I for change, or choice of other love, 
 ' Do ever seek my fancy to remove." 

S' licke: lile, fitst 4o. 
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THE CHANGEABLE STATE OF LOVERS. 

Foit that a rest]ess head" must somewhat have in ure, 
,'herewith it may acquainted be," as Falcon is with Luve ; 
Fancy doth me .wake'" out of my drowsy sleep, 
In seeing how the little mouse" at night begins to creep. 
Sothe desirous man," that longs to catch his prey, 
In spying how to watch his rime," lieth lurking still by day; 
In hoping for to bave," nd le, ring for to tind, 
The salve lhat should recure his sore," and-sorroweth but the mind.. 
Such is the guise of love," and the uncertain state, 
That some should have their hoped hap," aud other, hard estate. 
That some should seem to joy" in that they never had, 
And some again shM1 frown as fast," where causeless they be sad. 
Such t«ades do loyers use," when they be most .t large 
That guide the steer, when they themselves" iie fetter'd in the barge. 
The greenness of my youth" cannot thereof express 
The process, for, by proof unknown,'" 31| this is but by guess. 
,Vherefore I hold it best," in rime to hold my peace ; 
But wanton will it cannot hold," or m,ke my pen to ce«se. 
A pen of no avail," a fi'uitless l«bour eke ; 
My troubled head, with fancies fraught," doth pain itself to seek. 
And if perhaps my words," of none avail, do prick 
Such as do feel the hidden harms," I ' would hot they should kick, 
As cuseless me to blame," which thinketh them no harm; 
Aithough 1 seem, by others' tire," sometime m)-self fo warm. 
,Vbich clearly I deny," as guiltless of that crime ; 
end though wrong deem'd I be therein,'" tt'uth it will try in time. 

 wold. 
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A PRAISE OF AUDLEY. 

VUEN Audley had run out his race," and ended were his days, 
Ilis faine stept for/h, and bade me write" of him some worthy praise. 
Vhat lite he s le(I,  hat acts he did,' his virtues and good naine  
Vhereto l call'd for true report," as witness of the saine. 
"Vell bol'il he was, well bent by kind," vhose mind did never swerve ; 
A skilful head : a valiant heart :" a ready haud to serve. 
Brought up aud train'd in feats of war" long tilne be.yond the seas, 
Call'd home again to serve his Prince," whom still he sought to please. 
V(hat tournay was there he refus'd ?" what service did he shun ? 
"Vhere he was hot, nor his advice," what great exploit was done'! 
In town a lamb, in field full tierce," a lion at the need; 
In sol»er u it a Solomon," yet one of Hector's seed. 
Then shame it were that any tongue" should now defame his deeds, 
That in his life a nirrour was" to ail that him succeeds. 
'o poor estate, nor high renown," his nature could 1)ervart ; 
No hard mischance that him befel'" could move his constant heart. 
Thus loug he lived, loved of all;" as one mislik'd of none; 
And where he went, who call'd him not," "' The gentle Paragon ?" 
But, CO|ll'Se of kind doth cause each fruit" to fall when it is ripe, 
And spitefid Death will suflèr none'" to scape his grievous gripe. 
Yet though the grouud r«ceived have'" his corpse into ber Wolnb, 
ïhis epitaph, y-gra e in brass,'" shall stand upot his tomb : 
Lo! HERE HE LIES THAT tHATED VICE," AND VIRTUES LIFE UEMBRAC'D: 
HIS NAME IN EARTH HIS $PRITE ABOVE" DE$ERYES TO BE ?.-ELL PLAC'D. 

lad. t hatcth: hatcd, 1574. u imbrast. 



U NCERTAI1N AUTHORS. 197 

TIME TRIETH TRUTIt. 

EACn flfing I see hath time,'" which time must try my trouth ; 
X, Vhich truth deserves a special trust;" on trust gveat friendship grow'th : 
And friendshîp may hot faii," where faithfulness is round ; 
Aud faithfu]ness is full of fruit;" and frl,itful things be sound : 
And sound is good at proof;" and proof is prince of praise ; 
And precious praise is such a pearl" as seldom ner decays. 
Ail these things lime tries forth," hich lime I must abide ; 
How should I boldly credit crave," ti]l lime my truth bave try'd ? 
For as I found a time" fo fall in fancy's frame, 
So [ do wish a lucky time" for to declare the same. 
If hap may answer Hope," and Hope may ]lave his hire, 
Then shall my heart possess in peace," the lime that I desire. 

TIIE LOVER REFUSED OF HIS LOVE, EMBRACETH 
DEATH. 

lIv youthflll years are past, 
3Iy joyful days are gone ; 
5Iy lire it may hOt last_; 
5Iy grave and I am one. 
My mirth and joys are fled, 
And I a man in woe, 
Desi,'ous to be dead, 
lI,v mischief to forego. 
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I burn, and am a-cold ; 
I freeze amidst the tire  
I see she doth withhold 
That is my most desire. 
I see my help at hand, 
I see my life also ; 
I see where she doth stand, 
That is my deadly foe. 

see how she doth see, 
And yet she will be blindi 
see in helping me, 
She seeks, and ill hOt find. 
see how she doth wry, 
XVhen I begin to moan ; 
see whên I corne nigh, 
How fain she would be gone. 

1 »ee, what will ye more, 
She will me gladly kill ; 
And you shall see therefore 
That she shall bave ber will 
I cannot lire with stolles, 
It is too hard a food; 
1 will be dead at ones, 
To do my Lady good. 
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THE PICTURE OF A LOVER. 

BEtlOLD my picture here,'" well pourtrayed for the nones, 
With heart consumed and failing flesh," behohl the very bones. 
XYhose cruel chance, Mas !" and destiy is such, 
Only because I put my trust" in some folk all too much. 
For since the titne that l" did enter in this pine, 
I never saw the rising sun," but with ni)' weeping eyen. 
Nor yet I never heard" so sweet a voice, or sound, 
But that to nie it did increase" the dolour of my wound. 
Nor in so soft a bed," alas ! I never lay, 
But that it seemed hard to me," or et-er it was day. 
Yet in this body bare," that nought but life retains, 
The strength whereof clean past away," the care yet still remains. 
Like as the coal in flame'" doth spend itself, you see, 
To vain and wretched cinder dust," tili it consumed be ; 
So doth this hope of mine" enforce my fervent suit, 
To make nie for to gape in vain," whîlst other eat the fruit j 
And shali do till the death'" doth gi'e me such a grace, 
To rid this silly wofal sprite'" out of this doleful case. 
Aud then, would God! were writ'" in stone, or else in lead, 
This epitaph upon tny grate,'" to shew why I ara dead : 
"" Here lieth the lo,'er, !o !'" who for the lofe he ought 
"" Aiive unto his lady dear," his death thereby he caught. 
"" And in a shield of black," 1o ! here his arms appears, 
"" 'ith weeping eyes, as you may see,'" well powder'd ail with tears. 
"" Lo ! here )'ou may behold," aloft upon his breast, 
" A woman's hand straining the heart'" of him that loved ber best. 
"" XVherefore ail yoa that see" this corpse for love that sterves, 
" Example make unto you ail," that thankless lorers serres. 
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OF TIIE DEATH OF PIIILIPS. 

Br.wmL with me, ail ye that have profest 
Of music th' art, by touch of cord, or wind 
Lay down your lutes, and let your gitterns test; 
Philips is dead : whose like you cannot find ; 
Of music much exceeding ail the test. 
Muses ! therefore of force now must ye wrest 
Your pleasant notes, into another sound. 
The string is broke, the lute is dispossest, 
The hand is cohl, the body in the ground; 
The lowriJg lute lamenteth now, therefore, 
Philips, her friend» tiret can her touch no more. 

THAT ALL THING SOMETIME FIND EASE OF THEIR 
PAIN, SAVE ONLY THE LOVER. 

I SEE there is IlO sort 
Of things that lire in gt'ief» 
Vhich at sometime ma3 hOt resort, 
Vhereas the)  bave relief. 

The stricken deer by kiud, 
Of death that stands in awe, 
For his recure an herb can find, 
The arïow to withdraw. 
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The chased deer hath soil, 
To cool him in his heat; 
The ass, after his weary toil, 
In stable is up set. 

The cony hath his cave, 
The little bird his nest, 
From heat and cold themselves tosa¢e» 
.At ail times as they list. 

The owl with feeble sight» 
Lies lurking in the leaves ; 
The sparrow in the frosty.night 
May shroud ber in the eaves. 

But woe to me, alas ! 
In sun, nor yet in shade, 
I cannot find a resting place 
My burdeu to unlade. 

But day by day still bears 
The burden on my back, 
With weeping eyen and wat'ry tears» 
To hold my hope a-back. 

Ail things I see have place 
Whereia they bow or bend, 
Save this, alas ! my woful case, 
Which nowhere findeth end. 
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THE _A.SAULT OF CUPID UPON THE FORT VHERE THE 
LOVER'S HEART LAY tVOUNDED, AND HOW HE 
"VAS TAKEN. 

Wrl_l Cupid scaled first the fo't 
,Vherein lny beart lay wounded sore, 
OEhe batt'ry was of such a sort, 
That [ must yield, or die therefore. 

There saw I Love upon the wall, 
How he his bnner did display; 
"Alarm! alarm!" hegan to call, 
And bade his soldiers keep array. 

The arms the which that Cupid bare, 
Vv'ere pierced hearts with tears besprent, 
In sih, er and sable, to declare 
The stedfast love he always meant. 

There might you see his band ail drest 
In colours, like to white and black; 
With powder, and xvith pellets prest, 
To bring the fort to spoil, and sack. 

Good-will, the toaster of the shot, 
Stood in the rampire, brave and proud; 
For spence of powder he spared hOt, 
« Assauh ! assault !" to cry aloud. 
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There might you hear the cannons roar; 
Each piece discharged a lover's look, 
Vhich had the power to rent, and tore 
In any place whereas they took. 

And even with the trumpets sown, 
The scaling ladders vere up set; 
And Beauty walked up and down, 
With bow in hand, and arrows whet. 

Then first Desire began to scale, 
And shrouded him under her targe; 
As one, the worthiest of them all, 
And aptest tbr to give the charge. 

Then pushed soldiers with their pikes, 
And halberders with handy strokes ; 
The arquebuse in flash it lights, 
And diras the air with misty smokes. 

And as it is the soldiers' use, 
When shot and powder 'gins to want; 
I hanged up my flag of truce, 
_And pleaded for my livès grant. 

When Fancy thus had made her breach, 
And Beauty enter'd with her band, 
V¢ith bag and baggage, sely wrelch, 
I yielded into Beauty's hand. 

0.03 

 fleshe  jh. 
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Then Beauty bade fo blow retreat, 
And every sohlier to retire ; 
And Mercy  wiii'd, with speed to fet 
lIe captive, bound as prisoner. 

"ladame," quoth I, '" sith that this day 
" llath served you at ail assays ; 
" I yield to. you, without delay, 
"' Here of the fortress ail the keys. 

« And sith that I have been the mark 
"' At whom you shot at with your eye, 
" Needs must you, with your handy wark, 
"' Or salve my sore, or let me die." 

THE AGED LOVER RENOUICETH LOVE. 

I LoATH that I did love 
In youth, that I thought sweet; 
As time requires, for my behove, 
5Iethinks they are hot meet. 

5Iy lusts they do me leave, 
5Iy fancies ail are fled ; 
And track of time begins to weave 
Gray hairs upon my head. 

r wyld¢; v:ill'd. 
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For Age, with stealing steps, 
Hath claw'd me with his crowch, 
And lu.ty Lire away she leaps, 
As there had been none such. 

905 

My Muse doth hOt delight 
Me, as she did belote ; 
My hand and pen are hot in plight, 
As they bave been of yore. 

For Reason me denles 
This youthly idle rhyme ; 
And day by day to me she cries; 
"' Leave off these toys in rime." 

The wrinkles in my brow, 
The furrows in my face, 
Say, "" Limping age will hedge him now, 
"" "AThere youth must give him place.'" 

The harbinger of death, 
To me I see him ride; 
The cough, the coid, the gasping breath, 
Doth bid me to provide 

A pickaxe, and a spade, 
And eke a shrouding sheet; 
A house of clay, for to be ruade 
For such a guest most meet. 
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Iethinks I hear the clerk 
That knoles the careful knell, 
And bids me leave my woful work» 
Ere naturo me compel. 

My keepers knit the knot 
That youth did laugh to scorn, 
Of me, that clean shall be forgot, 
As I had not been born. 

Thus must [ youth give up, 
SVhose badge I long did wear; 
To thetn I yield the wanton cup, 
That better may it bear. 

Lo here the bared skull, 
By whose bald sign I know, 
That stooping age away shall pull, 
SVhich youthful years did sow. 

For Beauty with her banal 
These crooked cares hath wrought 
And shipped me into the land 
From whence I first was brought. 

And ye that bide behind, 
I-Iave ye none other trust ; 
As ye of day were cast by kind, 
So hali ye waste to dust. 
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OF THE LADY WENTWORTH'S DEATH. 

To lire to die, and die to lire again, 
XVith good renown of faine well led before, 
Here lieth she that learned had the lofe; 
Whom, if the perfect virtues woulden deign 
To be set tbrth with foil of worhlly grace, 
Was noble born, and match'd in noble race; 
Lord XVentworth's xvife : nor xanted to attain, 
In nature's gifts, her praise among the rest. 
But that that gare her praise above the best, 
Not faine, her wedlock's chasteness durst distain. 
Vherein with child, delivering of her womb, 
Th' untimely birth bath brought them both in tomb: 
So left she lire, by death to lire again. 

THE LOVER, ACCUSING HIS LOVE FOR HER UNFAITHFUL- 
1NESS, PURPOSEI'H TO LIVE IN LIBERTY. 

TI4. smoky sighs, the bitter tears, 
That I in vain have wastt.d; 
The broken sleeps, the oe and fears, 
That long in me have lasted; 
The love, and all I owe to thee, 
Here I renounce, and make me free. 

Which freedom I have by thy guilt, 
_And not by my deserving i 
Since so unconstantly thou wilt 
lot love, but still be swerving, 
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To leave me off, which was thine own, 
SVithout cause why, as shall be known. 

The fruits were fait, the which did grow 
SVithin thy garden planted i 
The leaves were green of every bough, 
And moisture nothing wanted; 
Yet»  ere the blossoms gan to fa]l, 
The caterpillar vasted ail. 

Thy body was the garden place, 
And sugar'd words it bearethi 
The blossoms, ail thy faith it was, 
Vhich as the canker wearethl 
'he caterpillar is the saine, 
That hath won thee, and lost thy naine. 

I mean the loyer loved now, 
:By thy pretented folly; 
/hich will prove like, thou shalt find how, 
Unto a tree of holly, 
 
That bark and berry bears always ; 
"£he one birds feeds, the other slays. 

And right well mightest thou have thy wish, 
Of thy love new acquainted; 
'or thou art like unto the di»h 
That Adrianus painted; 
Wherein where grapes pourtra3,'d so fair, 
"£hat fowls for food did there repair. 

g Ol" ; ereo 
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But I am like the beaten fowl, 
That from the net escaped; 
And thou art like the ravening owl, 
That all the night hath svaked, 
For none intent but to betray 
The sleeping fowl, before the day. 

Thus hath thy love been unto me 
As pleasant and commodious, 
As was the tire ruade on the sea, 
By Naulus' hate so odious, 
Therewith to train the Greekish host 
From Troyes return, where they were lost. 

'2.09 

THE LOVER, FOR iVANT OF HIS DESIRE, SHEWETH 
HIS DEATH AT HAND. 

As cypress-tree» that rent is by the root; 
As branch, or slip, a bereft fi'om whence it grows ; 
As well sown seed, for drought that cannot sprout; 
As gaping ground that, rainless, cannot close ; 
As moles, that want the earth to do them boot ; 
As fish on land, to whom no xvater flows ; 
As the' b chameleon, that lacks the air so soote ; 
As flowers do fade, when Phoebus rarest shows ; 
As salamandra, repulsed ri'oto the tire ; 
So, wanting my wish, I die for my deæire. 

 better ; bercft, first 4 o, &c. b Thamelion ; the" chameleon» flrstt second, and third 4u. 
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A HAPPY END EXCEEDETH ALL PLEASURES AND RICHES 
OF THE WORLD. 

THV. shining season here to some, 
The glory in the worldès sight ; 
Renowmed lame, through fortune won ; 
The glittering gold, the eye's delight ; 
The sensual life, that seems so sweet; 
The heart with joyful days replete i 
The thiug whereto each wight is thrall ; 
The happy end exceedeth all. 

AGAINST AN UNSTEDFAST WOMAN. 

0 TEMEROUS tauntress! that delights in toys; 
Tumbling cockboat, tott'ring to and fro ; 
.langling jestress, depraveress of sweet joys; 
Ground of the grafl; whence ail my grief doth grow ; 
Sullen serpent, environed with despite, 
That iii for good af ail rimes dost requite. 

A PRAISE OF PETRARCH, AND OF LAURA, 
HIS LADY. 

O PETRARCH ! head, and prince of poets ail, 
Whose lively gift of flowing eloquence 
"Well may we seek, but find not how, or whence, 
So rare a gift vith thee did rise and fall ; 
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Peace to thy bones ! and glory immortal 
Be to thy name, and to her excellence, 
,Vhose beauty lighted in thy time, and sense, 
So tobe set forth as none other sha]l. 
"iVhy hath not out pens rhymes so « perfect wrought? 
Ne why our time forth bringeth beauty such ? 
To try out wits, as gold is by the touch, 
If to the style, the matter aided ought: 
But there was never Laura, more than one ; 
And her, had Petrarch for his paragon. 

THAT PETRARCH CANNOT BE PASSED, BUT NOTWITH- 
STANDING THAT, L_AURA IS FAR SURPASSED. 

"WT Petrarch to colnpare there may no wight, 
Nor yet attain unto so high a style : 
But yet [ wot full well where is a file, 
To frame a learned man to praise aright. 
Of stature mean, of seemly form and shape, 
Each line of just proportion to her height; 
Her colour fresh, and mingled with such sleight, 
As though the rose sat in the lily's lap. 
In wit and tongue to shew what may be said ; 
To every deed shejoins a aperfect grace : 
If Laura liv'd, she would her clean deface : 
For I dare say, and lay my lire to wed, 
That Momus could hot, if he down descended, 
Once justly say, "' Lo ! this may be amended." 

r pzttit, d pzrfit. 
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AGAIb;ST A CRUEL WOMAN. 

Cavv.. ! unkind ! whom mercy cannot move ; 
Harbour c of unhap, where rigour's rage doth reign; 
Ground of my grief, where pity cannot prove ; 
Trickle to trust, of ail untruth the train ; 
Thou rigorous rock, that ruth cannot remove ; 
Dangerous delph, deep dungeon of disdain ; 
Sack of self-will, the chest of craft and change, 
M;hat causeth thee thus causeless for to change ? 

Ah ! pitiless plant, whom plaint cannot provoke ; 
Den of decelt, that right doth still refuse ; 
Causeless unkind, that carriest under cloak 
Cruelty and craft, me only to abuse ; 
Stately and stubborn, withstanding Cupid's stroke ; 
q'h(}u nmrvellous maze, that makest men to muse 
Sullen « by self-will, most stony, stiff, and strange, 
What causeth thee thus causeless for to change ? 

.lipper and secret, where surety cannot sow ; 
Net of newelty, nest of new-fangleness ; 
Spring of ail spire, from whence whole floods do flow; 
Thou cave, and cage of care and craftiness; 
XVavering willow, that every blast doth blow; 
Graff without groth, and cause of carefulness ; 
Heap of mlshap, of ail my grief the grange, 
Vrhat causeth thee thus causeless tbr to change ? 

 herboor, r sollein. 
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Hast thou forgot that I was thine infeoft, 
By force of love ? baddest thou hot beart at ail ? 
Sawest thou hot other for thy love were left ? 
Knowest tbou, unkind, tbat nothing might befal, 
From tut of my heart, that could bave tht:e bereft .9 
Vrhat meanest thou then, at riot thus to range'. 
And leavest thine own, that never tbought to change. 

THE LOVER SHE,VETH WHAT HE VOULD HAVE, IF IT WERE 
GRANTED HIM TO HAVE WHAT HE SVOULD WISH. 

IF it were so that God'" would grant me my request, 
And that I might of earthly things" bave that I liked best: 
I would hot wish to climb" to princely high estate, 
Which slipper is, and slides so oft," and hath so fickle rate : 
Nor yet to conquer reahns" with cruel sword in hand, 
And so to shed the guiltle_s blood" of such as would withstand: 
Nor I would hot desire" in worhlly rule to reign, 
Whose fruit is ail unquietness," and breaking of the brain : 
Nor riches in excess," of virtue so abhor'd, 
[ would hot crave, which breedeth care," and causeth all discord ; 
But my request should be" more worth a thousand fohl, 
That I might bave, and ber enjoy," that hath nly heart in hold. 
O God ! what lusty lire" should e lire then for ever, 
In pleasant joy, and perfect bliss," to length our lires together 
With words of frientlly cheer," and looks of lively love, 
To utter ail our hot desires," which never should remove. 
But gross and greedy wits," which grope but on the ground, 
To gather muck of worldly gootls," which oft do them confound, 
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Cannot attain to know" the mysteries divine 
Of g perfect love, whereto high wits" of knowledge do incline. 
A niggard of his gold" such joy tan never have, 
Which gets with toil, and keeps with tare," and is his money slave; 
As they enjoy always" that taste love in his kind ; 
For they do hold continually" a heaven in their mind : 
No worhlly goods could bring" my heart so great an ease, 
As for to find, or do the thing," that might ny lady please. 
For by her only love" my heart should have all joyl 
And with the same put care away," and ail that could annoy. 
And h if that any thing" should chance to make me sad, 
The touching of her total lips" would straightway make me glad. 
And when that in my heart" I feel that did me grieve, 
With one embracing of her arms" she might me soon relieve. 
And as the angels ail," which sit in heaven high, 
With presence, and the sight of God," have their felicity ; 
So iikewise I in earth" should have all earthly bliss, 
With presence of that paragon," my god on earth that is. 

THE LADY FORSAKEN OF HER LOVER PRAYETH HIS 
RETURN, OR THE END OF HER OSVN LIFE. 

To love, alas ! who would not fear, 
That seeth my woful state i 
For he to whom my heart I bear, 
I)oth me extremely hate: 
And why therefore I cannot tell, 
He will no longer with me dwell. 
$ perfite, h as; and. 
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Did you hot sue and long me serve, 
Ere I you granted grace ? 
And will you ithus now from me swerve, 
That never did trespass ? 
Alas, poor woman! then, alas[ 
A weary lire here must I pass. 

And shall my faith bave sueh refuse, 
lndeed and shall it so ? 
Is there no choice for me to choose, 
But must J[ leave you so ? 
Alas, poor woman ! then, alas [ 
A weary lire hence must I pass. 

And is there now no remedy, 
But that you will forget her ? 
There was a time when that, perdiê, 
You would bave heard her better : 
But now that rime is gone and past, 
And ail your love is but a blast. 

And can you thus break your behest, 
Indeed and can you so ? 
Did you not swear you loved me best 
And tan you now say, no .9 
Remember me, poor wight, in pain, 
And for my sake turn once again. 

Alas, poor Dido ! now I feel 
Thy preseut painftd state ; 

i this; rhum. 
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When false _Eneas did him steal 
From thee, at Carthage gare ; 
And left thee sleeping in thy bed, 
Regarding not what he had said. 

VTas never woman thus betray'd, 
Nor man so false forsworn ; 
His faith and truth, so strongly ktayed, 
Untruth hath all-to torn : 
And I have leave, for my good will, 
To wail and weep alone my fill. 

But since it wiil not better be, 
My tears shall never blin, 
To moist the earth in such degree, 
That I may drown therein ; 
That by my death all men may say; 
Lo! women are as true as they." 

By me all women may beware, 
That see my wofui smart; 
To seek true love let them hOt spare, 
BeIbre they set their heart : 
Or else they may become as I, 
Which for my truth am like to die. 

k tyde; tayed, first 4 o. 
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THE LOVER YELDEN INTO HIS LADY'S HANDS, 
PRAYETH MERCY. 

Ix freedom was my fantasy, 
Abhorring bondage of the mind ; 
But now I yield my liberty, 
And willingly myself I bind, 
Truly to serve with ail my heart, 
Whilst life doth last, hot to revert. 

Her beauty bound me first of ail, 
And fore'd my will for to consent; 
And I agree tobe ber thrall, 
For as she list I ara content; 
My will is hers in that I may; 
And where she bîds I will obey. 

It lieth in her ray woe, or wealth; 
She may do that she liketh best 
If that she list, I bave my health; 
If she llst not, in woe I rest; 
Since I ara fast within ber bands, 
My woe and weahh lieth in ber hands. 

She can no less than pity me, 
Sth that my faith to her is known; 
It  were too much extremity, 
Vith cruelty to use her owa: 
Alas ! a sinful enterprise» 
To day that yields at her devise. 
I kt to we¢; It wee to tiret o. 
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But I think not her heart so hard, 
Nor that she hath such cruel lust : 
I doubt nothing of ber reward 
For xny desert, but well I trust, 
As she bath beauty to allure, 
So hath she a heart that will recure. 

THAT NATURE WH[CH WORKETH ALL THINGS FOR OUR 
BEHOOF HATH MADE WOMEN ALSO FOR OUR 
COMFORT AND DELIGHT. 

A.torç dame Nature's works" such "perfect law is wrought, 
"l'hat things be rul'd by course of kind" in order as they ought; 
And serveth in thelr state," in suchjust frame and sort, 
"l'hat slender wits may judge the same," and make thereof report. 
Behold what secret force" the wind doth ° easily show, 
,'hich guides the ships amid the seas," if he his bellows blow. 
The waters waxen wild" where blustering blasts do fise» 
Yet seldom do they pass their bonds," for Nature that devise. 
The tire whicb boils the lead," and trieth out the gohl, 
llath in his power both help and hurt," if he his force unfold. 
' The frost which kills the ri'uit," doth knit the bruised bones, 
And is medicine of kind," prepared for the nones. 
The earth, in whose entrails" the food of man doth lire, 
At every spring and rail of leaf," what pleasure doth she give ! 
The air which life desires," and is to health so sweet, 
Of nature yields such lively smells," that comforts eve'ry sprete. 
The sun through Nature's might" doth draw away the dew, 
And spreads the flowers -here he is wont," his princeIy face to shew. 

 pe[£t¢, o eal 
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The moon, which may be call'd" the lantern of the night, 
Is hall a guide to travelling men,'" such virtue hath ber light. 
The stars, hot virtueless," are beauty to the eyes, 
A loads-man to the mariner," a sign of calmed skies. 
The flowers and fruifful trees" to man do tribute pay, 
And when they have their duty done," by course they fade away. 
Each beast, both fish, and fowl," doth offer life and ail, 
To nourish man, and do him ease," ea, serve him at his call. 
The serpents venomous," whose ugly shapes we hate, 
Are sovereign salves for sundry sores,'" and needful in their state. 
Sith Nature shews ber power" in each thing thus at large, 
Why should not man submit himself'" tobe in Nature's charge .9 
SVho thinks to flee her force," at length becomes her thrall; 
The wisest cannot slip her snare," fol" Nature governs ail. 
Lo ! Nature gave us shape ;" 1o ! Nature feeds out lires : 
Then they are worse than mad, I think,'" against her force that strives. 
Though some do use to say," which can do nought but feign, 
,'omen were marie for this intent," fo put us men to pain ; 
Yet sure I think they are" a pleasure to the mind, 
A joy which man tan never want," as Nature bath assign'd. 

WHEN /DVERSITY IS ONCE FALLEN, IT IS TOO LATE 
TO BEWARE. 

To my mishap, alas! I find 
That happy hap is dangerous ; 
And Fortune worketh but her kind» 
To make the joyful dolorous = 
But all too late it cornes to mind, 
To wail the want that makes me blind. 
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Amid my mirth and pleasantness, 
Such chance is chanced suddenly, 
That in despair, without redress, 
I find my chiefest remedy: 
No new kind of nnhappiness 
Should thus have left me comfortless. 

Vho wouhl have thought that my request 
Should bring me forth such bitter fruit ? 
But now is hap'd that I fear'd least; 
And all this harm cornes by my suit : 
For when I thought me happiest, 
Even then hap'd ail my chief unrest. 

In better case was never none; 
&nd yet unwares thus ara I trap'd : 
My chief desire doth cause me moan, 
And to my harm my wealth is hap'd: 
There is no man but I alone 
That bath such cause to sigh and moan. 

Thus ara I taught for to beware, 
And trust no more such pleasant chance 
My happy hap bred me this care, 
And brought my mirth to great mischance. 
There is no man whom hap will spare, 
But when she list» his weahh is bare. 



UNCERTAIN AUTHORS. 

OF A LOVER THAT MADE HIS ONLY GOD OF HIS 
LOVE. 

A -L you that friendship do profess, 
And of a friend present the place; 
Give car to me, that did iossess 
As friendly fruits as ye embrace. 
And to declare the circumstance, 
There were themselves that did advance, 
To teach me truly how to take 
A faithful friend» for virtue's sake. 

But I, as one of little skill 
To know what good might grow thereby, 
Unto my wealth I had no will, 
Nor to my need I had none eye. 
But as the child doth learn to go» 
So I in rime did learn to know, 
Of ail good fruits the world brought forth, 
A faithful friend is thing most worth, 

Then with all care I sought to final 
One worthy to receive such trust; 
One only, that was rich in mind, 
One secret, sober» wise, andjust; 
Whom riches could hot raise at all, 
Nor poverty procure to fall : 
And to be short, in few words plain, 
One such a friend I did attain. 
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And when I did enjoy this wealth, 
Tho lived, Lord ! in such a case ? 
For to my friends it was great health, 
And to my foes a foul deface ; 
And to myself a thing so rich, 
As seek the world, and find none sich. 
Thus by this friend I set such store, 
As by m'self I set no more. 

This friend so much was my delight, 
lVhen care had clean o'ercome my heart, 
One thought of her rid care as quite» 
As never care had caus'd my smart. 
Thus joyed I in my friend so dear; 
Tas never friend sat man so near. 
I car'd for ber so much alone, 
That other God I car'd for none. 

But as it doth to them befal, 
That to themselves respect have none, 
So my sweet graff is grown to gai| ; 
XYhere I sowed mirth I reaped moan: 
This idol that I honour'd so, 
Is now transfornied to my foe; 
That me most pleased, me most pains, 
And in despair mg heart remains. 

And forjust scourge of such desart, 
Three plagues I may myself assure: 
First, of my friend to lose my part i 
And next» my life may hOt endure ; 
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And last of ail, the more to blame, 
!My soul shall surfer for the same. 
SVherefore, ye friends, I warn you ail, 
Sit fast, for fear of such a fMI. 

t3 

UPON THE DEATH OF SIR ANTHONY DENNY. 

DEATH and the King did, as it were, contend 
Vhich of them two bave Denny greatest love ; 
The Ki»g, to shew his love gan far extend, 
Did him advance his betters far above ; 
Near place, much wealth, great honour, eke him gave, 
To make it known what power great princes have. 

But when Death came with his triumphant gift, 
From worldly cark he quit his wearied ghost, 
Free from the corpse ; and straight to heaven it lift. 
Now deem, that can, who did for Denny most : 
The King gave wealth» but fading, and unsure; 
Death brought him bliss, that ever shall endure. 

A COMPARISON OF THE LOVER'S PAINS. 

Ltr:. as the brake, withirt the rider's hand, 
Doth strain the horse, nigh wood with grief of pain, 
Not used belote to corne in such a band; 
Striveth for grief, although, God wot, in vain, 
To be, as erst he was, at liberty, 
But force» of force» doth strain the contrary 
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Even so since band doth cause my deadly grief, 
That ruade me so my woful chance lainent; 
Like thing bath brought me into pain and mischief» 
Save willlngly toit I did assent : 
To bind the thing in fi'eedom which was free, 
That, now full ore, alas ! repenteth me. 

OF A ROSEMARY BRANCH SENT. 

Svcn green to me as you have sent 
Such green to you I send again ; 
A flow'ring heart that will hot p faint, 
For dread of hope, or loss of gain : 
A stedfast thought, all wholly bent, 
(So that he may your grace obtain) 
As you by proof bave always seen, 
To lire your own, and always green. 

TO HIS LOVE OF HIS CONSTANT HEART. 

As I have been, so will I ever be 
Unto my death, and longer, if I mlght ; 
Itave I of love the friendly looking eye, 
Have I of fortune favour or despite. 
I ara of rock, by proof as you may see, 
Not ruade of wax, nor of no metal light : 
As lief to die, by chance as to deceive, 
Or break the promise ruade ; and so I leave. 

 OEint;faint. 
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OF THE TOKEN WHICH. HIS LOVE SENT III.M. 

TH golden apple that the qTrojan boy 
Gave to Venus, the fairest of the three, 
,Vhich was the cause of all the wrack of Troy ; 
Vt'as hOt received wîth a greaterjoy 
Than was the saine, my Lofe ! thou sent to me. 
It healed my sore, it lnade my sorrows free, 
It gave me hope, it banish'd mine annoy; 
Thy happy hand full oft of me was blest, 
That can gire such a salve, when that thou list. 

MANHOOD AVAILETII NOT VÏTHOUT GOOD FORTUNE. 

Txv. coward oft, whom dainty viands fed, 
That boasted much his ]ady's ears to please, 
By help of them whom under him he led, 
Itath reap'd the palm, that valiance could not ' seize. 
The unexpert, that shores unknown  ne'er sought, 
Vhom Neptune yet appalled hOt with fear 
In wandering ship, on trustless seas, bath  taught 
The skill to "sell, that time too long doth lear. 
The sporting knight, that scorneth Cupid's kind, 
,Vith feigned cheer, the pained cause to breed, 
In game unhides the leaden sparks of mind, 
And gains the goal where glowing flames should speed. 
Thus I see proof that truth, and manly heart," 
May not avail, if fortune chance to start. 
Ttoyan, r cease.  nere. t tought, u fe|e ; el[ 1514. 
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THAT CONSTANCY OF ALL VIRTUES IS MOST WORTHY. 

THOUGH in the wax a perfect picture ruade, 
Doth shew as fair as in the marble stone ; 
Yet do we see it is esteemed of none ; 
Because that tire, or force the form doth fade. 
Whereas the marble holden is full dear; 
Since that endures the date of longer days. 
Of diamonds it is the greatest praise, 
So long to last, and always one t' appear. 
Then if we do esteem that thing for best 
Vhich ig perfection longest rime doth last, 
_And that most vain that turns with every blast ; 
Vhat jewel then with tongue can be exprest, 
Like to that heart, where love hath fram'd such faith, 
That cannot fade, but by the force of death. 

THE UNCERTAIN STATE OF A LOVER. 

LIKE as the rage of rain 
Fills rivers with excess ; 
And as the drought again 
Doth draw them less and less ; 
So I both fall, and dimb, 
With no, and yea, sometime. 

As they swell high and high, 
So doth increase my state ; 
As they rail dry and dry, 
So doth my wealth abate; 
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As yea is mixt with no, 
So mirth is mixt with woe. 

As nothing can endure, 
That lires and lacks relief; 
So nothing can stand sure 
SVhere change doth reign as chief. 
SVherefore I must intend 
To bow when others bend, 

And when they iaugh, to stalle; 
And when they weep, to wail ; 
And when they craft, beguile ; 
And when they fight, assail; 
And think there is no change, 
(]an make them seem too strange. 

Oh ! most unhappy slave ! 
,Vhat man nay lead this course 
To lack he would fainest have, 
Or else to do much worse. 
These be rewards for such 
As lire, and love too much. 

THE LOVER IN LIBERTY, SMILETtI AT THEM IN THRALDOM, 
THAT SOMETIME SCORNED HIS BONDAGE. 

AT liberty I sit and see 
Them, that have erst laugh'd me to scorn» 
Whipt with the whip that scourged me, 
And now they ban that they were born. 
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I see them sit full soberly, 
And think their earnest Iooks to bide ; 
Now in themselves they cannot spy, 
That they,  ere this, in me bave spied. 

I see them sitting all alone, 
Marking the steps, each word, and look; 
And now they tread where I bave gone, 
The painful path that I forsook. 

Now I see vell I saw no whlt, 
Vhen they saw well that now are blind; 
But happy hap, hath ruade me quit, 
And just judgment hath them assign'd. 

I see them wander ail alone, 
And tread full fast in dreadfifl doubt, 
The self-saine path that I bave gone  
Blessed be hap that brought me out. 

At liberty ail this I see, 
And say no word but erst among, 
Smiling at them that laugh at me : 
Lo ! such is hap ; mark well my song. 

A COMPAI:{ISON OF HIS LOVE WITH THE FAITHFUL AND 
PAIIFUL LOVE OF TROILUS TO CRESSIDE. 

I EAD how Troilus served in Troy 
A lady long, and many a day « 
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And how he bode so great annoy 
For her, as ail the stories say, 
That hall the pain had never man, 
'hich had this woful Trqian thall. 

His youth, his sport, his pleasant cheer, 
His courtly state and company, 
In him so strangely altered were, 
With such a face of contrary, 
That everyjoy became a woe 
This poison new had turn'd him so. 

And what men thought might most him case, 
And most that for his comfort stood ; 
The saine did most his mind displease, 
And set him most in furious  mood: 
For all his pleasure ever lay 
To thlnk on her that was away. 

His chamber was his common walk, 
"A'herein he kept him secretly ; 
He ruade his bed the place of talk, 
To hear his great extremity; 
In nothing else had he delight, 
But even tobe a martyr right. 

And now to call her b 3, her naine, 
And straight therewith to sigh and throb ; 
And when his fancies might hot frame, 
Then into tears, and so to sob ; 

Y Troïan. z mode. 
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_Ail in extremes, and thus he lies, 
5Iaking two fountains of his eyes. 

_As agues bave sharp shifts of fits, 
Of coid and heat successively; 
So had his head like change of wits ; 
His patience wrought so diversely. 
NTow llp, now tlowl% now here, now there, 
Like one that was, he wist hOt where. 

And thus though he were Priam's son, 
And comen of the King's high blood, 
This tare he had, ere he her won, 
Till she that was her mlstress good, 
And ]oth to see ber servant so, 
Bece.me physician to his woe ; 

_And took him to her hands, and grace, 
And said she would her mind apply, 
To help him in his woful case, 
If she might be his remedy: 
_And thus they say, to ease lais smart, 
She rnade hinl owner of her heart. 

And truth it is, except they lie, 
From that day forth her study went, 
To shew to love him faithfully, 
And his whole mind full to content: 
So happy a man at last was he ; 
And eke so worthy a woman she. 
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Lo ! Lady, then judge you by this, 
Mine ease, and how my case doth fall; 
For sure between my life and his 
No difiCence there is at all: 
l-lis care was great, so was his pain, 
And mine is hot the least of twain. 

For what he felt in service true, 
For her whom that he loved so ; 
The saine l feel as large for you, 
To whom I do my service owe : 
"lhere was that time in him no pain, 
But now the saine in me doth reign. 

Which if you tan compare and welgh, 
And how I stand in eveJ'y plight, 
Then this for you, I date well say, 
Your heart must needs remorse of right, 
To grant me grace, and so to do, 
As Cressid then did Troilus to. 

For well I wot you are as good, 
.And even as fair as ever was she; 
And comen of as worthy blood, 
And have in 3"ou as large pit3) , 
To tender me, your own true man, 
As she did him, her servant than, 

Which gift I pray God, for my sake, 
Full soon and shortly :you me send .; 
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So shall you make my sorrows slake, 
So shall you bring my woe to end ; 
And set me in as happy case, 
As Troilus with his lady was. 

TO LEAD A VIRTUOUS AND HONEST L[FE. 

FLIiE from the press, and dwell with sooth-fastness; 
Suffice to thee thy good, though it be small i 
For hoard bath hate, and climbing tickleness ; 
Praise bath envy, and weal is blind in ail : 
Favour no more than thee behove shall : 
l%de well thyself, that others well canst rede» 
And truth shall thee deliver, it is no dread. 

Pain thee not each crooked to redress, 
In hope of ber that turneth as a ball; 
Great test standeth in little business. 
]3eware also to spurn against a hall : 
Strive hOt. as doth a crock against a wall : 
Deem first thyself, that deemest others, dead; 
And truth shall thee deliver, it is no dread. 

That thee is sent, receive in buxomness ; 
The wrestling of this world asketh a fall; 
Here is no home here is but wilderness ; 
Forth, pilgrim, forth! forth, beast, out of thy stall! 
Look up on high, give thanks to God of ail ; 
VCean well thy lust» and honest iife aye lead; 
So truth shall thee deliver, it is no dread. 
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THE VOUNDED LOVER DETERMINETH TO MAKE SUIT 
TO HIS LADY FOR H[S RECURE. 

Src. Mars tirst moved war," or stirred men to strife, 
Vas never seen so tierce a tight;" 
Resist so long I did," till death approach'd so nigll, 
To save myself, l thought it best" with speed away to tly. 
In danger stiil I fled," by flight I thought to scape 
From my dear foe . it 'vailed hot,'" alas ! it was too late. 
For Venus from her camp" brought Cupid with his brand, 
XVho said i "" Now yield, or e]se Desire" shall chase thee iu every iand." 
Yet wou]d I hot straight yiehl,'" tiil Fancy fiercely stroke, 
Who from my will did eut the reillS," and charged me ith this yoke. 
Then ail the days and nights" mille ear might hear the sound, 
V(hat careful sighs  thy heart would steal,'" to feel ilself so bound. 
" For though within my brea»t" lhy care I work," he said, 
«' Why for good will didst thou behold" her  piersing eye display'd ?'" 
Alas [ the fish is caught" through bait that hides the hook, 
Even so her eye me trained hath," and tangled with her look. 
But, ¢ ere that it be long," my heart, thou shalt be fain, 
To say my lire, pray ber forth throw" sweet Iooks, when [ complain. 
V'hen that she shall deny" to do me that good turn, 
Then shall she see to ashes greb.," by flames, m b. body burn. 
Desert of blame to her" no wight may yet impute 
For fear of nay, I never sought'" the way to frame my suit: 
Yet hap that what hap shall," delay 
Assay 1 shall, for I hear say," the still man oft hath wrong. 
a tny: th.y. b persing, c or. 
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TtlE LOVER, SHEWING OF THE CONTINUAL PAINS THAT 
ABIDE WITHIN ttlS BREAST, I)ETERMINETH TO DIE 
BECAUSE tlE CANNOT tI.AVE REDRESS. 

Tne dolefid bell that still doth ring 
The wofui knell of ail my joys ; 
The wretched heart.doth pierce, and wring, 
And fills nfine car with deadly noise. 

The hungry viper in my breast, 
That on my heart doth lie, and gnaw, 
Doth daily breed my new unrest, 
And deeper sighs doth cause me draw. 

And though I force bath hand and eye 
On pleasalt matter to attend, 
My sorroxvs to deceive thereby, 
And wretched litb for to amend ; 

Yet goeth the miil within my heart,  
,Vhich 'indeth nought but pain and woe, 
And turneth ail my joy to smart ; 
The evil corn it yieldeth sa. 

Though Venus smile with yielding eyes, 
And sweet music doth play, and sing; 
Yet doth my sprites feel none of these 
The c]ack doth at mine car sa ring. 



UNCERTAIN AUTHORS. 

As smallest sparks uncared for, 
To greatest flames do soonest grow; 
Even so did this mine inward sore, 
Begin in game, and end in woe. 

And now by use so sx-ift it goeth, 
That nothing cal mine ears so fill.: 
But that the clack it over-goeth, 
And plucketh me back into the mill. 

]3ut since the mill will needs about, 
The pin, whereon the wheel doth go, 
I will assay to strike it out, 
Aud so the mill to overthrow. 

THE POWER OF LOVE OVER GODS THEMSELVES. 

FoR Love Apollo, his godhead set aside, 
Vas servant to the king of Thessaly ; 
V(hose daughter was so pleasant in his eye, 
That both his harp and sawtrey he defy'd, 
And bagpipe solace of the rural bride 
Did puff and blow  and on the holtès high 
His catfle kept with that rude melody. 
And oft eke him that doth the heavens guide, 
Hath Love transformed to shapes for him too base : 
Transmuted thus, sometilne a swan is he, 
Leda t' accoy; and eft Europe to please, 
A mild white bull, unwrinkled front and face, 
Suff'reth ber play, till on his back leap'd she; 
Whom in great care he ferrieth through the a sea. 
d seas : se-,. 
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THE PROMISE OF A CONSFANT LOVER. 

As laurel leaves, that cease not to be green 
From parching sun, nor yet from winter's threat ; 
As hardened oak, that feareth no «sword so keen; 
As tlint for tool, in twain that will hOt fi'eat ; 
As fast as rock, or piilar surely set; 
So fast ara I to you, and aye bave been, 
Assuredly, svhom I cannot forger 
Forjoy, tbr pain, for torment, nor for teen; 
For loss, tbï gain, tbr frowning» nor for threat; 
But ever one, yea both in calm and blast. 
Your faithful friend, and will be to my last. 

AGAINST ttIM THAT HAD SLANDERED A GENTLEWOMAN 
WITH HIMSELF. 

FALs- f may he be, and, by the powers above, 
Never have he good speed or luck in love, 
That so can lie, or spot the worthy faine 
Of lier, tbr  hom thou, R, art to blame. 
For chaste Diane, that hunteth still the chace, 
Anti ail ber maids that sue her in the race, 
V'ith thir bo s bent, and arrows by their side, 
Can say that thou in this hast falsely lied. 
For never hong the bow upon the wall 
Of Diane's tetnple, no, nor never shall, 
Of broken chaste the sacred vow to spot, 
Of her, whom thou dost charge so large I wot. 
 swer.d.  may be : may he be, first o. 
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But if ought be whereof her blame may rise, 
It is, in that she did not well advise 
To mark thee right, as now she doth thee know. 
False of thy deed, false of thy talk also ; 
Lurker of kind, like serpent laid to bite, 
As poison hid under the sugar white. 
Yhat danger sueh .9 so was the house delSled 
Of Collatine, so was the wife beguiled. 
So smarted she, and by a traitorous force, 

The Carthage queen ; so she fordid her corse. 
So strangled was the Rhodopeian maid. 

Fie! traitor, fie! to thy shame be it said: 
Thou dunghill crow, that croak'st zgainst the rain, 
Home to thy hole ! brag hot with Phoebe again ; 
Carrion for thee, and loathsome be thy voice; 
Thy song is foui ; I, weary of thy noise : 
Thy black feathers, which are thy wearing weed, 
V,'et them with tears and sorrow for thy deed ; 
And in dark caves, where irksome worms do creep» 
Lurk thou ail day, and fly when thou shouldst sleep; 
And never light where living thing bath life, 
But eat and drink, whet- »stench and filth is rire. 
For she that is a ibwl of feathers brigbt, 
Adroit sle took some pleasure in thy sight; 
As fowl of state sometimes delight to take 
Fowl of mean sort, their flight with them to make, 
For play of wing, or solace of their kind, 
But hot in sort, as thou dost break thy mind. 
Not for to treat with such foui fowl as thou, 
No ! no ! I swear» and date it here avow, 

g stinche. 
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Thou never set'st thy foot within ber nest. 
Boast hot so broad then, to thine own unrest, 
But blush fo." »haine ; for in thy face it stands, 
And thou canst hot unspot it with thy hands : 
Fo." ail the heavens againt thee record bear, 
And ail in earth against thee eke ss iii swear, 
That thou in this art even notre other man 
But as the judges were to Susan than ; 
Forgers of that whereto their lust them prickt. 
Bash ! blaser then, the truth hath thee convict: 
_And she a woman of her worthy faine 
Unspotted stands, and thou hast caught the shame. 
_And there, I pray to God, that it may test» 
False as thou art, as false as is the best, 
That so can»t wrong the noble kind of man, 
In whom ail truth first tlouri»h'd and began, 
And so hath stand, till now thy wretched part 
Hath spotted us, of shose kind one thou art. 
That ail the shame that ever rose, or may 
Of shameful deed, on thee may light, I say, 
And on thy kind ; and thus I wish thee rather, 
That ail thy seed may like be to their father, 
Untrue as thou, and forgers as thou art ; 
So as ail we be blameless of thy pa% 
And of thy deed: and thus I do thee leave 
Stiil to be false, and falsely to deceive. 
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A PRAISE OF MISTRESS RICE. 

I nv.Ao when Faine with thundring voice" did summon to appear, 
The chief of Nature's children ail," that Kind hath placed here» 
To view what bruit by virtue got" their lires could jtastly crave ; 
And bade them shew what praise by truth'" they worthy were to have. 
Wherewith I saw how Venus came" and ptt herself in place, 
/knd gave her ladies leave at large" to staud and plead their case. 
Each one was call'd by naine a-row," in that h assembly there, 
That hence are gone, or here remains," in coin% or other where. 
A solemn silence was proclaim'd," the judges sat and heard 
SVhat truth could te[l, or craft could feign," and who should be prefer'd. 
Then Beauty stept before tbe bar," whose breast, and neck was bare, 
With hair truss'd up, and on her head" a caul of gold she ware. 
Thus Cpid's thralls began to flock," wbose hungry eyes did say ; 
"That she had stained all the dames" that present were that day." 
For ere she spake» with whispering words" the  press was fill'd throughout, 
_And Fancy forced common voice" thereat to give a shout : 
SVbich cried to Fanle; "Take forth thy tru mp,"an d sound her praise on high, 
" That glads the heart of every wight" that her beholds with eye." 
" $Vhat stir, and rule," quoth Order then," "do these rude people make. 9 
" We hold her best that shall deserve" a praise for Virtue's sake." 
This sentence was no sooner said," but Beauty therewith blush'd; 
The noise did cease, the hall was still," and every thing was whush'd. 
Then Fineness thought by training talk'" to vin  hat Beauty lot : 
Aud whet her tongue with jolly words,'" and spared for no cost. 
Yet Wantonness could not abide," but brake her tale in haste, 
/lnd peevish Pride for peacocks' plumes" would needs be highest plac'd. 
And therewithal came Curiousness,'" and carped out of frame ; 
The audieuce laugh'd to hear the strife»" as they beheld the same. 
h assemble, i preaseo 
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Yet Reason soon appeas'd the bruit ;" her rererence made and done, 
She purchased favour for to speak," and thus ber tale begun. 
"" Since Bounty shall the garland wear," and crowned be by Faine, 
"" 0 happy judges ! call for he'," fi»r she deserves the saine, 
"Vhere tenJperance governs beauty's flowers," and giory is hot sought, 
"" And shamefast meekness ma»t'reth pride," and Virtue dwelis in thought. 
"" Bid her corne tbrth, and shew her thce," or else assent each one, 
"" That true report shall grave ber naine" in gold or marble stone ; 
"" For ail the world to read at  iii" what xvorthiness doth rest 
"" In perfect pure unspotted lire," vhich she hath here possest." 
Then kill ,'ose up, and sought the kpress," to find, if that he might, 
A person of such honest na,ne," that men should praise of right. 
This one 1 saw full sadly sit," and shrink herself aside, 
Yhose sober looks did shew what girls" ber wifely grace did hide. 
" Lo ! here,"  quoth Skill, " good peuple ail," is Lucrece left alive  
" And she shall most excepted be," that least for praise did strive." 
No longer Faine could hold ber peace," but blew a blast so high, 
That ruade an echo in the air," and sowning through the sky. 
The voice was loud, and thus it said ;" "Corne, Rite, with happy day ! 
"' Thy honest lire bath won thee faine," and crowned thee with praise." 
And when I heard my Mistress' naine," [ thrust amid.st the throng, 
And clapt my hands, and wish'd of God," that she might prosper long. 

OF ONE UNJUSTLY DEFAMED. 

I tv. can close in short and cunaing verse, 
Thy worthy praise of bounty by desàrt, 
The hateful spire and s|ander o rehearse, 
Of them that see, but know ot what thou art. 
For Kind, by craft, hath wrought thee so to eye, 
That no wight may thy wit and virtue spy; 
k pr¢e.  quod. 
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But he have other feel than outward sight, 
The lack whereof doth hate and spight to try ; 
Thus kind by craft is let of virtue's light. 

See how the outward shew, the wits ma)' dull, 
Not of the wise, but as the most intend. 
Minerva yet might never pierce their skull, 
That Circe"s cup and Cupid's brand hath blend ; 
Whose fond affects now stirred have their brain. 
So doth thy hap thy hue with colour stain, 
Beauty thy foe, th), shape doubleth thy sore» 
To hide thy wit, and shew thy virtue ain ; 
Fell were thy rate» if wisdom were hot more. 

I mean by thee even G by name, 
Vhom stormy winds of envy and disdain 
Do toss with boisteous blasts of wicked faine ; 
Where stedfastness, as chief, in thee doth reign. 
Patience thy subtle mind doth guide and steer  
Silence and shame with many resteth there, 
Till rime, thy mother, list them forth to call: 
Happ), is he that may enjoy them all. 

ON THE DEATH OF THE LATE COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE 

YEa" once again, my Muse, I pardon pra),, 
Thine intermitted song if I repeat ; 
Not in such wise as when love was my pay, 
My joll.y woe with joyful verse to treat : 
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But now (unthank to out desert be given 
V(hich merit not a heaven's gift to keep) 
Thou must with me bewail that rate hath rit'en 
From earth, ajewel laid in earth to sleep. 

A jewel, yea a gent of woman-hed ! 
"Vhose perfect virtues, linked as itl a chain, 
So did adorn that humble wively-hed, 
As is hot rire to final the like again. 

For wit and learning fi'amed to obey 
Her husband's wili, that willed her to use 
The love he bare ber, chiefly as a stay 
For ail ber friends, that would her fm"therance choose. 

XVell said therefore a heaven's-gift she was, 
Because the best are soonest bence bereft; 
And though herself to heaven hence did pass, 
Her spoil to earth, from whence it came, she left, 

And to us tears, ber absence to lainent; 
And eke his chance, that was her make by law : 
"Vhose Ioss, to Iose so great an ornament, 
Let them esteeln, which h'ue love's knot tan draw. 

THAT EACH THING IS HURT OF ITSELF. 

%Vn v fearest tho/thy outward foe, 
Vhen thou thyself thy Ilarn dost feed.9 
Of grief or hurt, of pain or woe, 
Within each thing is sow'n the seed. 
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So fine was never yet the doth, 
No smilh so hard his iron did beat 
But th' one consumed was with moth, 
Th' otlaer with canker all-to fret. 

The knotty oak, and wainscot old, 
3,qthin doth eat the scly worm ; 
Even so a mind in envy roll'd, 
Always within itself doth burn. 

Thus every thing that Nature wrought» 
SVithin itself his hurt doth bear; 
No outward harm need tobe sought» 
Were enemies be within so near. 

ON THE CHOICE OF A WIFE. 

"Fn. flickering faine that flieth from ear to ear, 
And aye her strength increaseth with her flight, 
Gives first the cause why men to hear delight 
Of those, vhom she doth note for beaut)' bright : 
And with this faine that fleeth on so fast» 
Fancy doth hie» when reason makes no Iaast. 

.And )'et not so content they wish to see, 
And thereby know if faine have said aright; 
More trusting to the trial of their eye, 
Than to the bruit, that goes of an)' wight. 
Wise in that point that lightly will hot 'leve; 
Unwise» to seek that ma), them after grieve. 
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Who knoweth not, how sight may love allure, 
And kindle in the heart a hot desire ? 
The  eye does work that, faine could not procure ; 
Of greater cause there cometh hotter tire. 
For ere he weet himself, he feeleth warm ; 
The faine and eye the causers of his harm. 

Let faine not make her known whom I shall know, 
Nor yet mine eye lherein to be my guide ; 
Sufficeth me that virtue in her grow ; 
W-hose simple life her father's walls do hide. 
Content with this I leave the test to go, 
And in such choice shall stand my wealth and wo. 

DESCRIPTION OF _AN UNGODLY WORLD. 

VHo loves to lire ia peace'" and marketh every change, 
Shall hear such uews from time to rime," as seem right wond'rous strange; 
Such fraud in friendly looks;" such friendship all for gain, 
Such cloked wrath in hateful hearts," which worldly men retain; 
Such feigned flatt'ring faith,'" among both high and low, 
Such great deceit, such subtil wits," the poor to overthrow ; 
Such spite in sugar'd tongues,'" such malice full of pride, 
Such open vrong, such great untruth," which cannot go unspy'd ; 
Such restless suit for rowmes," vhich bringeth men to tare, 
Such sliding dovn from slippery seats,'" )et can we not beware; 
Such barking at the good," such bolst'ring of the iil, 
Such threat'nittg of the wrath of God," such vice embraced still; 
Such striving for the best," such climbing to estate, 
Such great dissembling every where," such love all mix'd with hate; 
n eye to : «ye do«. 
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$uch trains to trap the just," such prolling faults to pike, 
Such cruel words for speaking truth" whoever heard the like ? 
Such strife for stirring straws" such discord daily wrought» 
Such forged tales dull wits to blind" such matters ruade of nought: 
Such trifles told for truth»" such crediting of lies» 
Such silence kept when fools do speak»" such laughing aU the wise 
Such plent), ruade so scarce»" such crying for redress 
Such feared signs of out decay," tu hich tongue dares hot express; 
Such changes lightly mark'd," such troubles still appears, 
Which ne-er were belote this rime»" no hOt this thousand years ; 
Such bribiag for the purse»" which ever gapes for more 
Such hoarding up of worldly wealth," such keepiug muck in store 
Such tblly found in age»" such ill in tender youth 
Such sundry sorts among great clerks," and few that speak the truth 
Such ° falshood under crat't" and such unstedfast ways 
ras never seen within mett's hearts," as is found now a-days. 
The cause and ground of this'" is out unquiet mind, 
Which thinks to take those goods away'" which e must lea'e behind. 
W'hy do men seek to get" which they cannot possess ? 
Or break their sleeps with careful thoughts" and ail for wrelchedness 
Though one v amongst a score," hath wealth and case a-while 
A thousand want which toileth sore»" and qtra'el ma»y a mile : 
And some although they sleep" ),et wealth falls in their lap ; 
Thus some be rich and some be poor," as fotoEune gives the hap. 
V(herefore I hold him wise»" which thinks himself at ease 
And is coutettt in simple state" both God and mat to please. 
For those that li,e like gods," and honoured are to-day» 
Within short rime their glory falls'" as flowers do fade away. 
Uncertain is their lires»" on whom this world will frown» 
For though they sit above the stars»" a storm may strike them down. 
» falshed. P amonge, q tavail. 

4b 
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In xvealth who fears no fMI," rnay slide from joy full soon; 
There is no thing so sure on earth," but changeth as the moon. 
A'hat pleasure hath the rich," or ease more than the poor ? 
Although he have a pleasant house," his trouble is the more. 
They bow and speak him fair," which seek to suck his blood, 
And some do wish his soul in hell,'" and all to have his good. 
The coveting of tbe goods," doth nought but dull the sprete, 
Aud some mett chahute to taste the sour," that gropeth for the seet. 
The rid is still envied" by those vhich eat his bread, 
With fawning speech and flatt'ring tales," his ears are daily fed. 
In fine, 1 sec and prove,'" the rich have many foes: 
tle sleepeth best, aud careth least," that little hath to lose. 
As time requireth llOW," who would avoid much strife, 
XVere better lire in poor estate,'" than lead a prince's lire. 
To pass those troublesome times'" I sec but little choice, 
But belp to 'ail tith those that weep," and laugh hen they rejoiee. 
For as we sec to-day" out brother brought in care, 
To-morrow may we have such chance," to fall with him in snare. 
Of this we may be sure," who thinks to sit most fast, 
Shall soonest rail like withered leaves," that cannot bide a blast. 
Though that the flood be great," the ebb as low doth run, 
SVhen every man hath play'd his part," out pageant shall be donc. 
XVho trusts this wretched world," 1 hold him worse than mad ; 
Here is not one that feareth God," the best is all too bad. 
For those that seem as saints," are devils in their deeds ; 
Though that the earth brings forth some flowers" it beareth many weeds. 
I sec no present help" from mischief to prevail, 
But flee the seas of worldly care," or bear a quiet sali. 
For who that meddleth least," shall save himself from smart ; 
Who stit an oar in ever' boat" shall play a foolish part. 
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THE DESPAIRING LOVER LAMENTETH. 

W^I, KXr«; the path of pensive thought, 
I ask'd my heart how came this woe : 
"Thine eye," ' quoth he, "this tare me brought ; 
"Thy mind, thy wit, thy will also, 
«« Enforceth me to love ber ever; 
"This is the cause joy shall I never." 

And as I walk'd as one dismay'd, 
Thinking that Wrong, this woe me lent, 
Right sent me word by XVrath, which said 
"This just judgment to thee is sent, 
" Never to die, but, dying ever, 
" 'Till breath thee fMI, joy shalt thou never." 

Sith Right dothjudge this woe t' endure 
Of health, of wealth, of remedy; 
As I have done, so be she sure 
Of faith and truth until I die; 
And as this pain cloak shall Iever» 
So inwardly joy shail I never. 

Griping of gripes grieve hot so sore, 
Nor serpents sting causeth such smart 
Nothing on earth may pa, in me more, 
Than sight that pierc'd my woful heart 

t quod. 0 perst. 
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Drowned with cares still to persever; 
Corne Death betimes ! joy shall I never. 

O Liberty !  hv dos thou swewe 
And steal aay t]aus ail at ones ; 
And I in prison, like to sterve, 
For lack of food do gnaw on bones. 
My hope and trust in thee was ever: 
Now thou art gone, joy shall I never ! 

But still as one ail desperate, 
To lead mv life in miser)'; 
Sith Fear from Hope hath lock'd the gate, 
x, Vhere Pity should grant remedy; 
Despair this lot assigns me ever, 
To lire in pain; joy shall I never. 

THE LOVER PRAYETH HIS SERVICE TO BE ACCEPTED, 
AND HIS DEFAULTS PARDONED. 

Ptocp.I.X', that sometime sem'ed Cephalus, 
x, Vith heart as true as any loyer might ; 
Yet her betid, in loving, this unright. 
That, as in heart with love surprised thus, 
She on a day to see this Cephalus, 
x, Vhere he was uont to shrosvd him in the shade 
X, Vhen of his hunting he an end had ruade, 
Within the woods with dreadful foot forth stalketh. 
So busily love in her head it walketh, 
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That she to see him, may her hOt restrain. 
This Cephalus, that heard one shake the leaves, 
Uprist all eager thrusting after prey; 
Vqth dart in hand him list no filrther deign 
To see his love, but slew ber in the greves, 
That meant to him but perfect love ail way. 
So curious been, alas [ the rites talway 
Of mighty Love, that "uneath may I think, 
In his high service how to look or wiak. 

Thus I complain, that wretchedst ara of ail, 
To you, my love! and sovereign lady dear, 
(That may my heart with death or life steer 
As ye best list) that ye vouchsafe in all 
1Mine humble service : and if me misfall 
By negligence, or else for lack of wit, 
That of your mercy you do pardou it; 
_And think that love ruade Procrin shake the leaves, 
XVhen with unright she slain was in the greves. 

DESCRIPTION AND PRAISE OF HIS LOVE. 

L,E the Phoenix, a bird most rare in sight, 
"Fhat nature hath with gold and purple drest ; 
Such she me seems, in whom I most delight, 
If I might speak for envy at the least. 
iNature, I think, first wrought her in despite, 
Of rose and lily that summer bringeth first, 
In beauty sure exceeding ail the rest. 
Undeï the bent of ber brows justly pight, 
 the files ail: the rites a.'vay: sec Note. 
fl K 

u unncths. 
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As diamonds or sapphires at the least, 
I-Ier glist'ring, lights the darkness of the night ; 
VThose little mouth and chin like all the rest ; 
Her ruddy lips exceed the coral quite ; 
lier ivory teeth where none exceeds the rest ; 
Faultless she is ri'oto foot unto the vaist ; 
lier body small, and straight as toast upright; 
Her armès long in just proportion cast; 
Her hands depaint with veins all blue and white. 
SVhat shall I say for that is hOt in sight ? 
The hidden parts I judge them by the rest; 
And if I were the foreman of the quest, 
"Fo give a verdict of her beauty bright, 
Forgive me, Phoebus, thou shouldst be dispossest, 
"Vhich dost usurp my lady's place of rlght. 
Here will I cease, lest envy cause despite; 
But Nature, when she wrought so faic a wight, 
In this her work she surely did intend, 
"Fo frame a thing that God could hot amend. 

THE LOVER DECLARETH HIS PAINS TO EXCEED FAR 
THE PAINS OF HELL. 

Tnv. souls that lacked grace, 
'hich lie in bitter pain, 
A'e hot in such a place 
As foolish folk do feign ; 
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Tormented ail with tire, 
And boil in lead again ; 
With serpents full of ire, 
Stung oft with deadly pain: 

Then cast in fi'ozen pits, 
To freeze there certain hour% 
And for their painful fits 
Appointed tormentors : " 

:No, no! it is hOt so ; 
Their sorrow is not such ; 
And 3,et they have of woe, 
I date say twice as much. 

'hich cornes because they lack 
The sight of the Godhead, 
And be from that kept back, 
SVherewith are angels fed. 

This thing know I by love, 
Through absence" cruelty; 
Which makes me for to prove 
Hell pain before I die. 
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There is no tongue can tell 
iMy thousand part of care; 
There may no tire in hell, 
With my desire compare. 
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No boiling lead can pass 
My scalding sighs in heat ; 
Nor shake that ever was, 
Vith stinging ean so fi'eat, 

A true and tender heart, 
As my thoughts daily do ; 
So that I know but smart, 
And that which 'longs thereto. 

O Cupid ! Venus's son, 
As thou hast shewed thy might, 
And hast this conquest won, 
Now end the same aright; 

And as I ara thy slave, 
Contented with ail this, 
So help me soon to have 
My perfect earthly bliss. 

OF TttE DEATH OF SIR THOMAS WYATT THE 

Lo ! dead, he lires, that whilom lived here 
Among the dead, that quick go the ground. 
Thouglx he be dead, yet doth he quick appear» 
By lively name, that death cannot confound; 
His lire for aye of lame the trump shall sound: 
Though he be dead, yet lires he here alive ; 
Thus can no death from Wyatt lire deprive. 

ELDER. 
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THE LENGTH OF TIME CONSUMETH ALL THINGS. 

VHAT harder is than stone ?" what more than water sort .9 
Yet with sort water drops" hard stones be pierced oft. 

XVhat gives so strong impulse, 
The stone ne ma 3' withstand.9 
XVhat gives more weak repulse 
Than water press'd with hand ? 
Yet weak though water be, 
It hol|oweth hardest flint ; 
By proof whereof we see 
Time gives the greatest dint. 

THE BEGINNING OF THE EPISTLE OF PENELOPE TO 
ULYSSES, MADE INTO VERSE. 

O SGIXG make Ulysses dear," thy wife, 1o! sends to thee 
Her dreary plaint; write hot again," but corne thy self to me. 
Our hateful scourge, that XVoman's foe," proud Troy now is fore-done ; 
We buy it dearer, though Priam slain,'" and ail his kingdom won. 
O ! that the raging surges great" thot lechers bane had wrought, 
Vhen first with ship he furrowed seas," and Lacedemon sought. 
In desert bed my shivering corse" then should hot have sought test ; 
Nor take in grief the cheerful sun," so slowly fall to west. 
And whiles I cast long running nights" how best I might beguile, 
No distaff should my widowish hand" have weary ruade the while. 
When dread I hot more dangers great," than are befall indeed: 
Love is a careful thing, God wot,'" and passing full of dread. 
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TIIE LOVER ASKETH PARDON OF HIS PASSED FOLLY 
IN LOVE. 

Yoo that in play peruse my plaint," and read in rime the smart, 
SVhich in my youth with sighs full cohl," I harbour'd in my heart; 
Know ye, that love in that ri-ail age" drave me to that distress, 
Vv'hen I was halfan other mau," than I ara now to guess. 
Then, for this work of wavering words," where I now rage, now rue, 
Tost in the toys of troublous love," as care or comfort grew, 
I trust xvith you that love's afiCairs '' by proof bave put it ure, 
Not only pardon iu my plaint," but pity to procure. 
For now I wot that in the world'" a wonder bave I be, 
And where too long love made me blind," too late shame makes me see. 
Thus of my fault shame is the ri'uit," and for my youth thus past, 
Repentance is my recompence;" and thus I learn at last. 
Look ! what the world bath most in price," as sure it is to keep, 
As is the dream which fancy drives," while sense and reason sleep. 

THE LOVER SHEWETH FHAT HE "WAS STRICKEN BY LOVE 
ON GOOD-FRIDAY. 

h" was the day on which the sun" deprived of his light, 
To rue Christ's death, amid his course" gave place unto the night; 
SVhen I amid mine ease did rail'" to such distemperate fits, 
That for the face that hath ny heart," I was bereft my wits. 
I had the bait, the hook and ail," and wist hOt love's pretence  
But far'd as one that fear'd noue iii," nor forc'd for no defence. 
Thus dwelling in most quiet state," I fell into this plight, 
And that day gan my secret sighs," when all folk wept in sight. 
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For Love, that viewed me void of care," approach'd to take his prey, 
And stepp'd by stealth from eye to heart," so open lay the way. 
And straight at eyes brake out in tears" so sait, that did declare, 
By token of their hitter taste;" that they were forg'd of eare. 
Now vaunt thee, Love, which fleest a maid" defenc'd with virtues rare, 
And wounded hast a wight unwise," unweaponed, and unware. 

THE LOVER DESCRIBETH HIS WHOLE STATE UNTO HIS 
LOVE, AND PROMISING HER HIS FAITHFUL GOOD 
WILL, ASSURETH ItIMSELF OF HER'S AGAIN. 

Tn- sun, when he hath spread his 
And shew'd his face ten thousand ways; 
Ten thousand things do then begin, 
To shew the lire that they are in. 
The heaven shews lively art and hue, 
Of sund,-y shapes and colours new, 
And laughs upon the earth anon ; 
The earth as cold as any stone, 
Wet in the tears of her own kind, 
'Gins then to take a jo)-ful mind. 
For well she feels that out and out, 
The sun doth warm her l'ound about ; 
And dries her child,'en tenderly, 
And shews them forth full orderly. 
The mountains high, and how they stand ; 

The 
The 
The 

rallies and the great main land ; 
trees, the herbs, the towers strong, 
castles, and the rivers long: 
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And even for joy thus of this heat 
She sheweth forlh her pleasures great, 
And sleeps no more, but sendeth forth 
Her clergions, ber own dear worth, 
To mount and fly up to the air; 
3AThere then they sing in order fait, 
And tell in song full merrily, 
How they bave s]ept full quietly 
That night, about their mother's sides; 
And when they bave sung more Besicles, 
Then fall they to their mother's breasts, 
Vhere else they feed, or take their rests. 
The hunter then sounds out his horn, 
And rangeth straight through wood and corn. 
On hills then shew the ewe and lamb, 
And every young one with his data ; 
Then loyer» walk and tell their ta]e, 
Both of their bliss, and of their hale ; 
And how they serve, and how they do, 
And how their lady loves them too. 
Then tune the birds their harmony ; 
Then flock the fowl in compatay ; 
Then every thing doth pleasure find, 
In that that comfort» ail their kind. 
No dreams do drench them of the night, 
Of foes, that would them slay, or bite, 
As hounds, to hunt them at the rail, 
Or men force them through bill and dale. 
The sheep then dceams hot of the wolf; 
The shipman forces hot the guIph ; 
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The |amb thinks hOt the butcher's knife 
Should then bereave hi,n of his life. 
For when the sun doth once run 
Then a|| their gladness doth begin ; 
And then their skips, and then thei" play, 
So fa||s their sadness then away. 
And thus all things bave comforting 
In that, that doth theln comfort bring, 
Save I, alas! whom neither stm, 
Nor aught that God hath wrought and donc, 
l%Iay comfort aught; as though I were 
A thing hOt ruade for comfort here. 
For being absent from yonr sight, 
%¥hich are my joy and whole delight, 
l%Iy comfort, and my pleasure too, 
How can I joy, how should I do 
/Iay sick men laugh, that roar fol" pain ? 
Joy they in song that do complain ? 
Are martyrs in their torments glad 
Do pleasures please them that are mad ? 
Then how may I in comfort be, 
That lack the thing should comfort me? 
The blind man oft, that lacks his sight, 
Complains hOt most tbe lack of light; 
But those that knew their perfectness, 
And then do miss thei- blissfulness, 
In mal"tyr's tunes they sig, and wail 
The want of that, which doth them fail. 
And hereof cornes that in my brains, 
So many fancies work my pains. 
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For when I weigh your worthiness, 
Your wisdom, and your gentleness, 
Your virtues and your sundry grace, 
And mind the countenance of your face; 
And how that you are she alone, 
To whom I must both plain and moan ; 
Vhom I do love, and must do still  
"d,hom I embrace, and aye so will ; 
To serve and please you as I can, 
As may a woful faithful man ; 
And find myself so far you ri'o, 
God knows, what torment and what woe, 
1I- rueful heart doth then embrace ; 
The blood then changeth in my face; 
My sinews dull, in dumps I stand» 
No life I feel in foot nor hand, 
As pale as any clout, and dead ; 
Lo ! suddenly the blood o'erspread, 
.And gone again, it nill so bide ; 
And thus from lire, to death I slide, 
As cold sometimes as any stone, 
And then again as hot anon. 
Thus cornes and goes mb' sundry fits, 
To give me sundry sorts of wits; 
Till that a sigh becbmes my friend, 
And then too ail this woe doth end; 
And sure, I think, that sigh doth run 
From me to you, whereas you won. 
For well I find it easeth me ; 
And certès much it pleaseth me» 
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"Fo think that it doth corne to you» 
As, would to God, it could so do; 
For then I know you would soon find, 
By scent and savour of the wind, 
That even a maoEyr's slgh it is, 
Whosejoy you are, and ail his bliss ; 
His comfort and his pleasure eke, 
_And even the same that he doth seek ; 
The saine that he doth wish and crave ; 
The same that he doth trust to have; 
To tender you in ail he may, 
And ail your likings to obey, 
As far as in his power shall lie, 
Till death shall daoE him, for to die. 
But, well-away ! mine own most best, 
My joy, my comfort» and my test ; 
The causer of my woe and smart, 
_And yet the pleaser of my heart i 
And she that on the earth above, 
Is even the worthiest for to love» 
Hear now my plaint, hear now my woe, 
ltear now his pain that loves you so. 
And if your heart do pity bear, 
Pity the cause that you shall hear. 
A doleful foe in ail this doubt, 
Vqo leaves me hot, but seeks me out, 
Of wretched form and loathsome face, 
Vhile I stand in this woful case, 
Cornes forth, and takes me by the hand, 
And says ; " Friend, hark[ and understand; 
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I see well by thy port 
And by tby looks and 
And by thy sadness as 

AND SONNETS. 
and cheer, 
thy manner, 
thou goest, 

And by the sighs that thou out throwest, 
That thon art stuffed full of woe : 
The cause, I think, I do well know. 
A fantaser thou art of some, 
By whom thy wits are overcome 
But hast thou read old pamphlets aught, 
"" Or hast thou known how books have taught, 
"" That love doth use to such as thou ? 
" ,Vhen they do think them safe enow, 
""/md certain of their Ladies grace, 
'" Hast thou not seen oft-times the case, 
"That suddenly'- their hap hath turn'd, 
" As things in flame consum'd and burn'd ? 
"Some by deceit forsaken right ; 
"" Some likewise changed of fancy light ; 
" And some by absence soon forgot : 
" The lots in love, why, knowest thon hOt? 
"And though that she be Itow thine oevn, 
"And knows thee well, as may be known ; 
" And thinks thee to be such a one 
"' As she likes best to be ber own; 
"" TlUnks thou that others bave not grace, 
"To shew and plain their wofid case ? 
" And :" choose her for their lady now,_ 
" And swear ber truth, as xvell as thou ? 
" And what if she do alter mind, 
" Where is the love that thou wouldest find? 
x there» th¢it: a 40.  chose. 
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"Absence, my friend, works wonders oft» 
"" Now brings full low tbat lay full loti ; 
" 1Now turns the mind, now to and fro : 
"' And where art tbou, if it were so ?"-- 
" If absence," 2 quoth I, " be marvellots, 
" I find her not so dangerous i 
" For she may not remove me fro. 
"The poor good ,vill that I do owe 
"" To her, vhom uneatb I love and shall. 
"' And chosen bave above them all, 
"' To serve and be her own as far, 
"As any man may offer ber ; 
" And will ber serve, and xvill her love, 
"And lowly, as it shall behove, 
"' And die ber own, if rate be so : 
"" Thus shall my heart nay part ber ff'o. 
" And witness shall my good will be, 
" That absence takes ber not from me  
"' But that my love doth still encrease, 
"' To mind ber still and never cease ; 
"And what I feel to be in me, 
"' The saine good will, 1 think, bath she 
"" As firm and fast to biden aye, 
"' Till death dep'art us both away." 
And as I have my talc tbus told, 
Steps unto me, with countenance bold, 
A stedfast friend, a counsellor, 
And nam'd is Hope, my comforter ; 
And stoutly then he speaks and says ; 
"Thou hast said truth withouten nays - 
 quod. 

o.01 
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"" For I assure thee, even by oath, 
"" And thereon take my hand and troth, 
" That she is one the worthiest, 
"" The truest and the faithfullest ; 
"" The gentlest and the meekest of mlnd, 
" That here o1 eacth a mal may find : 
"" And if that Love and Truth were gone, 
" In ber it miyht be round alone. 
" For in her mind no thought there is, 
"" But how she may be true, I wis ; 
"" And tenders thee, and ail thy heai, 
"" And wisheth both thy health and weal, 
" And loves thee even as far-forth than 
"" As any woman may a man ; 
"" And is thine own, and so she says, 
"' And cares for thee ten thousand ways  
"" On thee she'speaks, on thee she thinks 
"" Vith thee she eats, with thee she d'inks 
"" With thee she talks, with thee she moans, 
"" With thee she sighs, with thee she groans 
"Vith thee she says, ' Farewell mine own,' 
"" When thou, Got[ knows, fa|! far art gone. 
"" And even, to tell thee ail aright, 
"" To thee she says rail oft, ' Good night ;" 
"" And names thee oft her own most dear, 
"" Her comfort, weal, and ail ber cheer  
"" And relis ber pillow ail the raie 
"" How thoa hast done her woe, and baie 
"" And how she longs, and plains for thee, 
" And says ; « Why art thou so from me ? 
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 Ara I hOt she that loves thee best .9 
' I)o I hOt wish thine ease and rest .9 
 Seek I hot how I may thee please ? 
 SVhy art thou then, so fi'om thine ease ? 
 If I be she for whom thou carest, 
 For whom in torments so thou farest ; 
 Alas ! thou knowest to find me here, 
 Where I remain thine own most dear; 
 Thine own most true, thine own most just, 
 Thine own that loves thee still, and must ; 
 Thine own that cares alone for thee, 
 As thou, I think, dost care for me ; 
 And even the woman, she alone 
 That is full bent to be thine own.' 
"" What wilt thou more, what canst thou crave ? 
"' Since she is as thou wouldest ber have. 
"" Then set this drivel out of door, 
"" That in thy brains such tales doth pour; 
" Of absence, and of changes strange, 
 " Send him to those that use to change; 
" For she is none, I thee avow, 
"" And well thou mayst believe me now." 
Vhen Hope hath thus his reason said, 
Lord ! how I feel me well a-paid ; 
A new blood then o'erspreads my bones, 
That ail in joy I stand at ones ; 
5Iy bands I throw to heav'n above, 
And humbly thank the God of Love ; 
That of his grace I should bestow 
My love so well, as I it owe. 
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And ail the planers as they stand, 
I thank them too with heart and hand ; 
That their aspects  so friendly were, 
That I should so my good will bear 
To 3ou» that are the worthiest, 
The fairest, and the gentleëst, 
And best can say, and best can 
That 'longs, methinks, a woman to 
And therefore are most worthy far, 
To be beloved as you are. 
And so sys Hope in all hls tale, 
V'hereby he easeth al| my baie. 
For I believe, and think it true, 
That he doth speak or say of you. 
And thus contented, 1o! I stand, 
"Vith that, that hope bears me in hand, 
That I ara ours, and shall so be 
XVhich Hope I keep full sure in me, 
As he, that all my comfort is, 
On 3ou alone  hich are my bliss, 
.My pleasure chief, which most I find, 
And even the whole joy of m3 mind ; 
And shall so be until the death, 
Shall make me ield up life and breath. 
Thus, good mhe own, 1o ! here my trust ; 
Lo ! here my truth» and service just ; 
Lo ! in what case for you I stand ; 
Lo ! how you have me in 3our hand ; 
And if 3"ou can requite a man, 
Requite me» as you find me than. 
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OF THE TROUBLED COMMONWEALTH RESTORED TO 
QUIET BY THE MIGHTY POWER OF GOD. 

TH secret flame that made ail Troy so hot, 
Long did it lurk within the wooden horse ; 
The machine huge aTrojans suspected hot, 
The guiles of Greeks, nor of their hidden force : 
Tili in their beds their armed foes them met, 
And slew them there, and Troy on tire set. 

Then rose the roar of treason round about, 
And children could of treason call, and cry ; 
XVives wrong their hands, the whole fired town throughout, 
XVhen that they saw their husbands slain them by; 
And to the Gods, and to the skies they shtfight 
Vengeance to take for treason of that night. 

Then was the name of Sinon spread and blown, 
And whereunto his filed tale did tend ; 
The secret starts and meetings then were known ; 
Of bTrojan traitors tending to this end  
And every man could say, as in that case, 
Treason in Anthenor and neas. 

But ail too long, such wisdom was iii store ; 
Too late came out the naine of traitor than, 
When that their king the altar la)" before, 
Slain there, Mas! that worthy, noble, man 
llium on flame, the marrons crying out ; 
And ail the streets, in streams of blood about. 
a Troyans. b Troyzn. 
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But such was fate, or such was simple trust, 
That king and ail should thus to ruin run; 
For, if our stories certain be, and just, 
There were that saw such mischief should be done, 
And warning gave, which counted were in sort 
As sad divines, in matter but of sport. 

Such was the time, and so iii state it stood ; 
Tro b trembled hot, so careless were the tnen ; 
They brake the walls, they took this horse for good: 
They deemed Greeks gone, they thought ail surety then 
"0,hen treason start, anti set the town on tire, 
And 'stroyed «Trojans, and gave Greeks their desire. 

Like to our rime, wherein hath broken out 
The hiddeu harm that we suspected least, 
"VVoml»ed within out walls, and realm about, 
As Greeks in Troy were in the Greekish beast ; 
XVhose tempest great of harmès, and of arms 
We thought hot on, till it did noise out harms. 

Then felt we well the pillar of our wealth, 
How sore it shook ; then saw we, even at hand, 
Ruin, huw she rush'd to confound our health, 
Our realm, and us, with force of mighty hand; 
And then we heard how Treason hmd did roar; 
" Mine is the rule; and reign I will therefore." 

Of treason mark the nature, and the kind; 
A face it beal of ail humility; 
c Troyans. 
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Truth is the cloak, and Friendship of the mind; 
And deep it goes, and worke!h secretly; 
Like to a mi,m, that creeps so nigh the waII, 
Till out breaks sulphur» and o'erturneth ail. 

0.67 

But H. on high, that secretly beholds 
The state or thing«, and times hath in his hand; 
And plucks in plagues, and them again unftdds, 
And bath appointed rea]ms to fMI and stand; 
HE, in the midst oïall this stir and tout, 
Gan bend his brows, and more himself about. 

.As who should say : " And are ye minded so ? 
" And thus to those, and whom ye know I love'? 
"' Ara I such one, as none ofyou do know? 
"' Or kuow ye hot, that I sit here above .9 
« And in my hands do hold your wealth, and woe, 
"' To raiç you now, and now to overthrow ? 

«' Then think tiret I, as I bave set you ail 
" In places where your h«mours lay, and faine; 
" So now myself shall give you each your fall, 
'« d,'here each of you shall bave your worthy shame. 
" And in their hands 1 will your fall shall be, 
" "Vhose fall in yours )ou sought st) sore to see." 

Vhose wisdom high as Ho. the same foresaw, 
So is it wrought; such, 1o! hisjustice is; 
He is the Lord of man and of lais law. 
Praise therefore now his mighty name in this ! 
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And make account that this our case doth stand» 
As lsrael» free from wicked Pharaoh's hand. 

TtlE LOVER TO HI.q LOVE HAVING FORSAKEN HIM, AND 
BETAKEN IIERSELF TO ANOTHER. 

THE bird that sometime built within my breast, 
And there as then chief succour did receive; 
Hath now elsehere, bui|t ber another nest» 
And of the old hath taken quite her leave. 
To you, mine host, that harbour mine o|d guest, 
Of such a one, as I can now conceive, 
Sith that in change ber choice doth chief consis L 
The hak may check» that now cornes fair to fist. 

TIlE LOVER SHEWETH THAT IN DISSE*IBLING HIS LOVE 
OPENLY, HE KEEPETH SECRET HIS SECRET GOOD WILL. 

ïOT like a God came Jupiter to woo, 
rhen he the fair Europa sought unto ; 
Another form his godly wisdom took, 
Such in effect, as writeth Ovid's book ; 
As on the earth no living wight tan tell, 
That mighty Jove did love the queen so wdl. 
For had he corne in golden garments bright, 
Or so as men « nlight have star'd on the sight ; 
Spread had it been, both through earth and air, 
That Jove had loved the lady Europa fair. 
And then had some been angry at the heart, 
And some again as jealous for their part. 
a mought. 
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Both which to stop, lhis gentle God look mind 
To shape himself into a brutish kind ; 
To such a kind as hid what state he was, 
And yet did bring him what he sought to pass ; 
To both their joys, to both their comfort soon, 
Though known to ntme, till ail the thing was done. 
In which attempt, if I the like assay, 
To )'ou, to whom I do myself bewray, 
Let it suffice, that I do seek to be, 
Not counted yours, and yet for to be he. 

THE LOVER DECEIVED BY HIS LOVE, REPENTETH HIM 
OF THE TRUE LOVE HE BEAR HER. 

I TnAa" Ulysses' years have spent 
fo fiild Penelope ; 
Find well that folly I bave « meant, 
To seek that was not so ; 
Since Troilus' case hath caused me, 
Frorn Cressid for to go ; 

And to bevail Ulysses' truth, 
In seas and stormy skies 
Of wanton will, and raging youth, 
,Vhich me bave tossed sore ; 
From Scylla fo Caribdis' clives, 
Upon the drowning shore. 

XVhere I sought haven, there found I hap, 
From danger unto death ; 
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Much like the mouse that treads the trap 
In hope to find lier food, 
And bites the bread that stops ber breath ; 
So in iike case 1 stood. 

Till now repentance hasteth him, 
To further nie so fast, 
Ïhat where I sank, there now I swim, 
And bave both stream and wind, 
And luck as gootl, if it may last, 
As any man may find. 

That where I perished, sale 1 pass, 
And fintLno peril there, 
But steady stone, no ground of glass  
Now 1 ara sure to save, 
And hot to fleet from fear to fear ; 
Such anchor hold I bave. 

THE LOVER HAVING ENJOYED HIS LOVE, tlUMBLY THANK- 
ET}I THE GOD OF LOVE, AND AVOWING HIS HEART 
ONLY TO tIER, FAITHFULI,Y PROMISETH 
UTTERLY TO FORSAKE ALL OTHER. 

THova Cupid, Gotl of Love," whom Venus' thrails do serve, 
I yield thee thanks upon my knees,'" as thou dost well deserve. 
By thee my wished joys'" bave shaken oit despair, 
And ali m)" storming days be past," and weaher waxeth fair. 
By thee I have received'" a thousand times morejoy, 
Than ever Paris did possess," when llelen was in Troy. 
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By thee have I that hope," for whieh I long'd so sore» .. 
And vhen I thiuk upon the sanie," my heart doth leap thtefore. 
By thee my heapy doubts" nd trembling fears are fled, 
,nd now my ,vits that troubled were'" with pleasant thoughts are fed. 
For dread is bauish'd eleatb" herein I stood full oit, 
And doubt to speak that lay fui| low»" is lifted now aloi't. 
Vqth arms bespread abroad,'" with open'd hands, and heart, 
1 have enjoyed the fruit of hope," reward for ail my smart. 
The sec| and sign of |ove," the key of truth and trust, 
The p|edge of pure good wili lm¢e I,'" vhich makes the ]over jst. 
Such graee since 1 bave round," to oe I me betake; 
The test of Venus' darlings ail'" l utterly tbrsake. 
And to perform this vow," I bid my eyes beware, 
That they m» strngers do s]ute," nor on their beauties stare. 
My wits, I warn ye ail," from this time forth take heed 
That ye no 'anton t(»ys devise," my faneies new to feed. 
5Iy ers be ye shtat tap," and hear no woman's roice 
That nmy procure me once to smile," or make my heart rejoiee. 
51y feet full slow be ye," and lame uhen ye should more» 
To bring my body auy-where," to seek another hwe. 
Let ail the gods abo'e," aud wicked sprites beiow, 
And e¢ery wight in earth accuse," aud eurse me where I go  
If I do false my faih," in an)" pint, or case, 
, sudden vengeance fa|l on me»" 1 ask no better graee. 

Away then, sely rime," present mine earnest faith, 
Llnto my Lady where she is," and mark thou what she saith; 
And if she welcome thee," and lay thee in ber lap, 
Spring thou forjoy, thy master bath" his most desired hop. 
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TOTUS MUNDUS IN MALIGNO POSITUS. 

COMPLAIN We rnay, rnuch is amiss ; 
Hope is ,figh gone to bave red.'ess; 
These days been iii ; nothing sure is ; 
Kind heart is wrapt in heaviness. 

The stern is broke, the sail is rent, 
The ship is given to wi»d and wave; 
Ail help is gone, the rock present ; 
That will be lost, what man Call sale. 

Things liard, therefore, are now refused; 
Labour in yo.th is thought but vain ; 
Duty by, « V;ill hot," is excused; 
Remove the stop, the way is plain. 

Learning is lewd, and held a fool ; 
VTisdom is shent, counted fo rail 
Reason is banish'd out of school ; 
The blind is bold, and words prevail. 

Power without care sleepeth at ease ; 
XTill without law run'th where he list ; 
Might without merey cannot please; 
A wise man saith hot, " Had I wist." 
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When power lacks care, and forceth hOt ; 
VChen care is feeble and may not; 
SVhen might is slothful and will not; 
,Veeds may grow where good herbs cannot. 

Take wrong away, law needeth hot, 
For law tu wrong is bridle, and pain ; 
Take fear away, law booteth hot ; 
Tu strive 'gainst stream, it is but vain. 

Vily is witty; brain-sick is wise; 
Truth is folly, and might is right; 
Vrords are reason, and reason is lies; 
The bad is good ; darkness is light. 

''rong tu redress wisdom date not; 
Hardy is happy, and ruleth most; 
V'ilful is witless, and careth hot, 
x, Vhich end go first, till ail be lost. 

Few right du love, and wrong refuse ; 
Pleasure is sought in every state; 
Liking is lust, there is no choose ; 
The low give tu the high check-mate. 

Or(let is broke in things of weight ; 
5leasure and mean who doth hot flee': 
Two things prevail, money, and sleig|lt : 
Tu seem is better than tu be. 



274 SONGS AND SONNETS. 

The bowl is round, and doth down slide; 
Each one thrusteth, none doth upholdl 
A rail fails hOt, where blind is guidel 
The stay is gone, who caa him hold? 

Folly and g falsehood prayeth apace ; 
Truth under bushel is fain to creep  
Flatt'ry is treble, pride sings the base, 
The mean, the best part scant doth h keep. 

This fiery i plague the world infects, 
To Virtue and Truth it gives no rest ; 
.Men's hearts are burn'd with sundry sects, 
And to each man» his way is best. 

V(ith floods and storms thus be we tost 
Awake, good Lord ! to thee we er),; 
Our ship is ahnost sonk, and lost ; 
Thy mercy help our misery. 

Man's strength is weak ; man's wit is dull ; 
Man's reason is blind. These things t'amend, 
Thy hand, O Lord  of might is full-- 
Awake betime! and help us send. 

In thee we trust, and in no wight; 
Save us, as kchicken under the hen ; 
Out crookedness, Thou canst make right : 
Glory to Thee, for aye ! Amen. 

g falshed, h pepe: keep. i plage, k chickens. 
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THE WISE TRADE .OF LIFE. 

Do ail your deeds by good advice ; 
Cast in ;your mind alwa)s the end ; 
XVit bought, is of too dear a price; 
The tried trust, and take as friend. 
For fi'iends I final there be but two ; 
Of countenance, and of effect. 
Of th'one sort there are enow, 
But few i be of the tother sect. 
Beware also the renom sweet, 
Of crafty words and flattery; 
For to decei,-e, they be most meet, 
That best can play hypocrisy. 
Let wisdom rule your deed and thought, 
So shall your works be wisely wrought. 

THAT FEW WORDS SHEW WISDOM, AND WORK 
MUCH QUIET. 

XVrlo list to lead a quiet lire ! 
Who list to rid himself from strife! 
Gi,'e ear to me, mark what I say, 
Remember well, bear it away. 
Hold back thy tongue at meat and meal; 
Speak but few words; bestow them well : 
By words the wise thou shalt espy; 
By words a fool soon shalt thou try. 

I bel'l. 
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A wise man can his tongue make cease; 
A fool can never hold his peace. 
SVho loveth rest, of words beware; 
SVho loveth words, is sure of care. 
For words oft many have been shent, 
For silence kept, none hath repent. 
Two ears, one tongue only thou hast, 
More n things to hear: than words to waste. 
A fool in no-wise can forbear 
lle hath two tongues, and but one ear. 
Be sure thou I;eep a stedfat brain, 
Lest that thy words put thee to pain. 
Vords wisely set are worth much gold» 
The price of ras|mess is soon told. 
If time require words to be had, 
To hold thy peace I count thee mad. 
Talk only of needful verities; 
Strive hot for trifling fantasies. 
Vith soberness the truth boult out ; 
Affirm nothing, wherein is doubt. 
'ho to this lore vill take good heed, 
And spend no ° more words than he need, 
Though he be a fool and have no brain, 
Yet shall he a naine of xvisdoin gain. 
Speak while time is, or ho]d thee still 
VTords out of time, do oft things spill. 
Say well, and do well, are things twain; 
Twice blest is he in whom both reign. 
 lO. o mo. 
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THE COMPLAINT OF A HOT WOOER DELAYED WITH 
DOUBTFUL COLD ANSWERS. 

KIND of coal is, as men say, 
Which have assayed the same : 
That in the tire, will waste away, 
And outward cast no flame. 

Unto myself may I compare 
These coals, that so consume; 
Where nought is seen, though men do stare, 
Instead of flame, but fume. 

They say also, to make them burn, 
Cold water must be cast, 
Or else to ashes will they turn, 
_And half to cinder waste. 

As this is wonder ibr to see 
Cold water warm the tire; 
So hath your coldness caused me 
To burn in my desire. 

And as this water, cold of kind, 
Can cause both heat and cold ; 
And can these coals both break, and bind 
To burn, as I bave told; 
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So can your tongue of fi'ozen ice, 
From whence cold answers come; 
Both cool the fire, and tire entice» 
To burn me all and .corne. 

Like to the corll that stands on stack, 
Which mown in winter sun, 
F«II fait" without, within is black, 
Such heat tberein doth t'un; 

By force of tire this water cold, 
Hath bred to burn within; 
Eel so ara I, that heat doth hold, 
Vhicb cold did first begin. 

$Vhich heat is stint, when I do strive 
To have some ease sometime; 
But flame afresh I do revive, 
X, Vhereby 1 cause to climb, 

Instead of smoke, a sighing breath, 
XVith sparks of sprinkled tea  
That I should lire this living death, 
VChid wastes and never wears. 

THE ANSWER. 

Yova borrow'd mean to move your moan," of fume withouten flame, 
Being fer from smithy smoking coal," ye seem so by the saine 
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To shew what such coal's use is taught," by such as have assay'd, 
As I, that most do wish you well,'" ara so right well apay'd 
That you bave such a lesson learn'd," how, either to maintain 
$ out freedom of unkindled coal," upheaped ail in rait1 ; 
O»', how most fruitfitlly to frame," with worthy workman's art, 
That cunning piece may pass there-fro," by help of heated heart, 
Out of the forge, wherein the fume" of sighs doth mount aloft, 
That argues present force of tire," to make the metai soft, 
To yield unto the hammer head," as best the workman likes, 
That th' iron, glowing after blast," in time and retaper strikes. 
Wherein the use of water is," as you do seem to say, 
To qaench no flame, ne hinder heat," ne yet to waste away, 
But that, which better is for you,'" and more delighteth me, 
To save you t¥om the sudden waste," vain cinder like to 
Vhich lasting better ]ikes in love," as you yom" semble 
Than doth the baven blaze, that flames'" and fleeteth by and bv. 
Sith then )'ou know each use, wherein'" your coal may be applb'd, 
Either tolie and la.st on hoard," in open air to bide, 
XVithouten use to gather fat," by falling of the tains, 
That makes the pitchy juice to grow, " by soaking in his eitas 
Or, lie on f«rnace in the tbrge,'" as is his use of right. 
,Vherein the water-trough may serve," and enter-yiehl her might; 
By work of smith's both hand and head," a cumfittg key to make, 
Or other piece, as cause shall crave,'" and bid him undertake; 
Do as you deem most fit to do," and whereupon may grow 
Such joy to you, as I may joy" your joyful case to know. 

'2-79 
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AN EPITAPH MADE BY XV. G. LYING ON HIS DEATH-BED, 
TO BE SET UPON HIS OWN TOMB. 

Lo ! here lieth G. under the ground, 
Among the greedy worms; 
Which in his life-time never found 
But strife, and sturdy storms ; 

And namely through a wicked wife, 
As to the world appears : 
She was the short'ning of his life, 
By many days and years. 

He might have lived long, God ot ! 
His years they were but young ; 
Of wicked  ives, this is the lot, 
To kill with spiteful tongue; 

XVhose memory shall still remain 
In writing here with me ; 
That men may know whom she hath slain, 
And say "This same is she." 

AN ANSWER. 

that thy wicked wife had spon the thread, 
.And were the weaver of thy woe ; 
Then art thou double happy tobe dead, 
.As happily dispatched so. 
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If rage did causeless, cause thee to complain, 
And mad mood, mover of thy moan; 
If frensy forced on thy testy brain, 
Then blest is she to lire alone. 

£81 

So,  hether were the ground of other's grief, 
Because so doubtful was the doom, 
Now death hath brought your pain a right relief, 
And blessed be ye both become: 

She, that she lires no longer bound to bear 
The rule of such a froward head  
Thou, that thou livest no longer fain to fear 
The restless ramp, that thou hadst wed; 

Be thou as glad therefore that thotl art gone, 
As she is glad she doth abide ; 
For so ye be asunder, all is one; 
A badder match cannot betide. 

AN EPITAPH OF MASTER HENRY WILLIAMS. 

FrtoM worldly woe, the end of misbelief; 
From cause of care that leadeth to lainent; 
From vain delight, the ground of greater grief; 
From fear for friends, from matter to repent ; 
From painful pangs last sorrow that is sent ; 
20 
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From dread of death, sith death doth set us free, 
"Vith it the better pleased should we be. 

This ]oathsome life, where liking we do find 
Th' increaser of out crimes, doth us bereave 
Out bliss, that alway ought fo be in mind : 
This wily world, whiles here we breathe alive, 
And flesh, our feigned foe, do stiffly strive 
To flatter us, assuring here the joy, 
VThere we, alas ! do find but great annoy. 

Untold heaps, though we have of worldly wealth, 
Though we possess the sea, and fruitful ground, 
Stength, beauty, knowledge, and unharmed health, 
Though at a wish, ail pleasure do abound, 
It were but vain : no friendship can be round, 
XVhen Death assaulteth with his dreadfid dart, 
No ransom can stay the home hasting heart. 

And sith thou hast cut the lires-line in twain 
Of Henry, son to Sir Johu SVilliams, knight, 
Whose manly heart and prowess none could stain, 
V-hose godl.v iife to virtue was our iight 
V'hose worthy faine shall flourish long by right, 
Though in this lire so cruel mightest thou be, 
His sprite in heaven shall triumph over thee. 

p hast : added from 1 st 40. 
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ANOTHER OF TttE SAME. 

STAY, gentle friend, that passest by, 
And learn the lore that leadeth ail ; 
From whence xve corne, with baste to hie; 
To lire, to die; and stand, to fall. 

And learn that strength, and lusty age, 
That wealth, and want of worldly woe, 
Cannot withstand the mighty rage 
Of death, out best unwelcome foe. 

For hopeful youth had hight me health; 
My lust, to last till rime to die; 
And fortune found my virtue wealth; 
But yet for all that here I lie. 

Learn also this, to ease thy mind, 
V£hen Death on corpse hath wrought his spite; 
A time of triumph shalt thou find, 
XVith me, to scorn him in delight. 

For one day shali we meet again, 
Maugre Death's dart, in life to dwell ; 
Then will I thank thee for thy pain: 
Now mark my words, and rare thou well. 
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AGAINST XVOMEN EITIIER GOOD OR BAD. 

A fA may lire thrice Nestor's lire, 
Thrice wander out Ulysses' race, 
Yet never find Ulysses' wife, 
Such change hath chanced in this case. 
Less age will serve than Paris had, 
Small pain, if none be small enough, 
To find good store of Helen's trade; 
Such sap, the foot doth yield the bough. 
For one good wife, Ulysses slew 
A worthy knot of gel.fie blood : 
For one ill wife Greece overthrew 
The town of Troy: sith bad and good 
Bring mischief, Lord ! let be thy will 
To keep me free from either iii. 

AN ANSVCER. 

T.. virtue of Ulysses' wife 
Doth lire, though she hath ceas'd her race, 
And far surmounts old Nestor's lire; 
But now in q more than then it was : 
Such change is chanced in this case. 

Ladies now lire in other trade; 
Far other Helens now we see» 

q l"flO, 
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Than she whom 'Trojan Paris had. 
As virtue feeds the root, so be 
The sap and foot of bough and tree. 

Ulysses' rage, not his good wife, 
Spilt gentle blood: hOt He|en's face, 
But Paris' eye, did raise the strife, 
That did the 'Trojan building raze. 
Thus sith ne good, ne bad do iii, 
Them ail, O Lord! maintain my will 
To serve, with ail my force, and skill. 

AGAINST A GENTLEWOMAN BY WHOM HE WAS 
REFUSED. 

To false repol-t and flying faine, 
SVhile erst t ny mind gave credit light, 
Believing that her bolster'd naine 
Had stuff, to shew that praise did hight: 
I find well now I did mistake, 
[Tpon report my ground to make. 

heard it said such one was she, 
As-rare to find as paragon ; 
Of Iowly cheer, of heart so free, 
As ber for bount)' could pass none. 
Such one were fair, though form and face 
Were mean to pass in second place. 
Ttoyn. , Ttoyan. t whilist : while etst, lt 40. 
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1 sought it  near, thinking to find 
Report and deed both to agree; 
But change had tried her subtle mind : 
Of force I was enforc'd to see, 
That she indeed was nothing so; 
Vhich ruade my will my heart forego : 

For she is such, as geason none; 
And what she most may boast tobe, 
I find her matches  more than one; 
Vhat need she so, to deal with me? 
Ha ! fleerlng face, with scornful heart ! 
So iii reward for good desert? 

I will repent that I have done; 
To end so well the Ioss is small: 
I lost her love, that less hath won, 
To vaunt she had me as ber thrall ; 
SVhat though a gyllot sent that note? 
By cock and pye ! I meant it not. 

THE AISIVER. 

VaoM fancy forced first to love, 
Now frenzy forceth for to hate; 
Vhose mind erst madness gan to move, 
Inconstance causeth to abate. 
No mind of mean, but heat of brain 
Bred light love, like heat, hate again. 

u ncar» and thinking: near» thinking» I st 4, °. x mo, 
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What hud'd your heart in so great heat? 
Fancy, forced by feigaaed fame, 
Belike, that she was light to get ? 
For if that virtue, and good naine 
Ioved your mind, why changed your will? 
Sith Virtue, the cause, abideth still. 

Such faine reported her to be, 
As rare it were to find her peer 
For virtue, and for honesty, 
For ber free heart, and lowly cheer; 
This laud had lied, if you had sped, 
And lame been false, that bath been spread. 

Sith she hath so kept her good naine, 
Such praise of lire and gifts of grace, 
As bruit self blt.sheth for to blame, 
Such fame, as Fame fears to deface; 
You slander not, but make it plain 
That you blame bruit, of brutish train. 

If you have found it Iooking near, 
Not as you took the bruit to be ; 
Belike, you meant by lowly cheer, 
Bounty, and heart, that you call free, 
But lewd lightness, easy to frame, 
To win your will against her name. 

Nay, she may deem your deeming so, 
A mark of madness, in his kind ; 

287 
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Such causeth not good name to go, 
_As your fond folly sought to find. 
For bruit, of kind bent iii to blaze, 
Alway saith iii, but forced by cause. 

The » more there be, such as is she, 
More should be God's thank for his grace; 
The moj'e is ber joy it to see. 
Good should by geason earn no place ; 
Nor number make naught, that is good : 
Your strange lusting head wants a hood. 

Her dealing grieveth you, say ye, 
Besides your labour lost in vain. 
Her dealing was not, as we see, 
$1ander, the end of your great pain. 
Ha ! lewd lying lips, and hateful heart ! 
That canst thou desire in such desert ? 

Ye will repent; and right--for done 
Ye have a deed, deserving shame ; 
From reason's race far bave ye run. 
Itold your railing, keep your tongue tame; 
Her love ! ye lie, ye lost it not; 
Ye never lost, that ye never got. 

She reft ye llOt your liberty; 
She vaunteth hot she had your thrall ; 
If aught bave done it, let it lie 
On rage, that reft you wit, and all; 

Y ITIOo 
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What though a varlet's tale you tel|, 
By cock and pie» ),ou doit well. 

THE LOVER DREADING TO MOVE HIS SUIT FOR DOUBT 
OF DENIAL, ACCUSETH ALL WOÏEN OF 
DISDAIN AND FICKLENESS. 

To walk on doubtful ground" where danger is unseen, 
Doth double men that careless be" in deep despair I ween. 
For as the blind doth fear," what footing he shall find, 
So doth the wise before he speak," mistrust the stranger's milzd. 
For he that bluntly runs," may light among the breers, 
And so be put unto his plunge," where danger least appears. 
The bird, that sely fool," doth warn us to beware, 
V'ho lighteth not on every bush," he dreadeth so the snare. 
The mouse that shuns the trap," doth shew what harm doth lie 
Within the sweet betraying bait," that oft deceives the eye. 
The fish avoids tbe hook," though hunger bids him bite, 
And hovereth still about the worm," whereon is bis delight. 
If birds and beasts tan see," where their undoing lies, 
How should a mischief scape our heads" that bave both wit and eyes? 
What madness may be more," than plow the barren fie]d? 
Or any fruitful words to sow," to ears that are unwild ? 
They hear, and then mislike ;" they like, and then they loath ; 
They hate, they love, they scorn, they praise," yea sure they tan do both. 
We see what fails they bave" that climb on trees unknown, 
As they that trust to rotten boughs," must needs be overthrown. 
A smart in silence kept," doth ease the heart much more, 
Than for to plain where is no salve," tbr to recure the sore. 
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Wherefore my grief I hide" within a hollow heart, 
Until the smoke thereof be spread," by flaming of the smart. 

AN ANSWER. 

To trust the feigned faces'" to rue on forced tears» 
To credit finely forged tales," wherein there oft appears, 
.And breathes as from the breast," a smoke of kindled smart» 
SVhere only lurks a deep deceit," within the hollow heart ; 
Betrays the simple soul," whom plain deceifless mind 
Taught hOt to fear that, in itself" itself did never find. 
Not every trickling tear" doth argue inward pain ; 
Not every sigh doth sure]y shew'" the sigher hOt to feign. 
Not every smoke doth prove" a presence of the tire i 
Not every glist'ring gives the gold" that greedy folk des;re. 
Not every wailing word'" is drawn out of the deep  
Not grief, for want of granted grace,'" enforceth ail to weep. 
Oit malice makes the mind'" to shed the boiled brine, 
And envious humour oft unlades" by conduits of the eyen. 
Oft craft cau cause the man," to make a seeming shew» 
Of heart with dolour ail ditrain'd,'" where grief did never grow ; 
As cursed crocodile," most cruelly can tole 
SVitb truthless tears unto hi» death'" the silly pitying soul. 
Blame never those therefore," that wisely tan beware 
The guileful man, that subt'ly saith,'" himself to dread the snare. 
Blame not tbe stopped ears,'" against the syren's song : 
IMame hot he mind, hot moved with moan"of falsehood's flowing tongue. 
If guile do guide your wit," by silence so to speak, 
By craft to crave and feign by fi'aud" the cause that )'ou would break; 

z falsehcds. 
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Great hamn your subtle soul" shall »uflèr for the saine, 
And mighty Love will wreak the wrong" so cloaked with his name. 
But we, whom you ha,e warn'd,'" this lesson learn by you, 
To know the tree before we climb," to trust no rotten bough, 
To view the limed bush," to look afore we light, 
To shun the perilous baited hook," and use a further sight. 
As do the mouse, the bird," the fish, by samply fitly shew, 
That wily wits and gins of men," do work the simple's woe ; 
So, simple sith we are," and you so subtle be, 
God help the mouse, the bird, the fish,'" and us your sleights to flee. 

THE LOVER COMPLAINETH HIS FAULT, THAT WITH UN- 
GENTLE WRITING HAD DISPLEASED HIS LADY. 

Au ! Love, how wayward is his wit ?'" svhat pangs do pierce his breast ? 
VThom thou to wait upoa thy will" hast reaved of his rest. 
The light, the dark, the sun, the moon," the day and eke the night, 
His daily dying life, himself," he hateth in despite. 
Sith first he liglt to look on her" that holdeth him in thrall, 
His moving eyen, his moved wit," he curseth, heart and ail. 
From hungry hope to pining fear,'" each hap doth hurl his heart ; 
From pangs of p|aint to fits of fume," from aching into smart. 
Each moment so doth change his cheer," hot with recourse of ease. 
But with sere sorts of sorrows still," he worketh as the seas, 
That turning svinds, hot calm, returned'" rule in unruly wise ; 
As if their holds of hi|ls uphudd," they brasten out to rise, 
Anti puff away the power that is'" unto their king assign'd, 
To pay that, sith their prisonment," they deem tobe behind ; 
So doth the passions long represt" within the woful wight, 
Break doxt n the banks of all hls wits,'" and out they gushea quite, 
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To rear uproars, now they be free" from reason's rule, and stay, 
And headlong hales th' unruled race," his quiet quite away. 
No measure hath he of his ruth," no reason in his rage, 
No bottom ground where sta)'s his grief;" thus wears away his age, 
In wishing wants, in wailing woes :" death doth he daily call 
To bring release, vhen of relief" he seeth no hope at all. 
Thence cornes that oft, in deep despair" to rise to better state, 
On heaven, and heavenly lamps he layeth'" the fault of ail his fate. 
On God, aud God's decreëd doom," crieth out with cursing breath ; 
Each thing that gave, and save» him life," he danmeth of his death. 
The womb him bare, the breasts he suck'd," each star that with their night 
Their secret succour brought, to brinff" the wretch to worldly light. 
Yea, that to hls soul's peril is'" most heinous harm of ail, 
And craves the cruelest revenge" that may to man befal ; 
Her he blasphemes, in whom it lieth" in present as she please, 
"Fo damn him dowa to depth of heH," or plant in heaven's ease. 
Such rage constrain'd my strained heart," to guide th' unhappy hand 
That sent unsitting blots to ber'" on xhom my lire doth stand. 
But grant, O God ! that he for them'" rnay bear the worthy blame, 
M,'hom I do in my deep distress'" find guilty of the saine : 
Even that blind boy that blindly guides" the faultless to their fall, 
That laughs  hen they lainent that he" bath throwen into thrall. 
Or Lord, save louring looks of ber,'" vhat penance else thou please ; 
.qo her contented u iii be won,'" l count it all miue ease. 
And thou, on  hom doth hang my vill," with heart, with soul, and care, 
V(ith life, and ail that lire may have'" of well, or evil fare, 
Grant grace to him that grates therefore,'" with sea of saltish brine» 
E 3- extreme heat of boiling breast," distilled through his eyen ; 
And with thy fancy tender thou'" myself to nie again, 
That dail 3" then we duly may" employ a painless pain. 
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To yield and take the joyful fruits" that hearty love doth lend 
To them that .mean by honest means" to corne to happy end. 
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THE LOVER WOUNDED OF CUPID, VISHETH HE HAD 
RATHER BEEN STRICKEN BY DEATH. 

Tnv. blinded boy that bends the bow, 
To make with dint of double wound, 
The stoutest state to stoop, and know 
The cruel craft, that I have round ; 
Tith I)eath l would had chop'd a change, 
To borrow, as by bargain ruade, 
Each other's shaft, when he did range, 
x, Vith restless roving to invade, 
Th' unthralled minds of simple wights 
Vhose guiltless ghosts deserved not 
To feel such rail of their delights, 
Such pangs, as I bave past, Goal wot. 
Then both in new unwonted wise» 
Should death de, erre a better naine 
Nut» as to-fore hath been his guise, 
Of_cruelty to bear the blame ; 
But contrary, be counted kind 
In lending life, and sparing space 
For sick to fise, and seek to final 
A  ay, to wish their weary race 
To draw to some desired end, 
Their long and loathed lire to dd : 
And so to feel how like a friend, 
Before the bargain ruade he did. 
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And Love should either bring again, 
To wounded wights, their own desire; 
-A welcome end of pining pain, 
_As doth their cause of ruth require ; 
Or, when he means the quiet man 
A harm, to hasten hiln to grief, 
-A better deed be should do than, 
"Vith borrowed dart to give relief. 
That both the sick well deemen may ; 
'« He brought me rlghtly my request :" 
_And eke the other sort may say ; 
'« He wrought me truly for the best." 
So had hOt fancy forced lne 
To bear a brunt of greater woe, 
Than leaving such a lire may be; 
The ground where only griefs do grow. 
Unlucky liking link'd my heart, 
In forged hope and forced fear ; 
That oft I wish'd the other dart, 
Had rather a pierced me as near. 
A feigned trust, constrained care, 
lIost loth to lack, most hard to find, 
In sunder so my judgment tare, 
That quite was quiet out of mind. 
Absent, hl absence of mine ease ; 
Present, in presence of my pain : 
The woes of want did much displease; 
The bsight I sought did grieve again. 
Oft grief that boiled in my breast, 
Hath fraught my face with saltish tears, 
a perced, b sighea: 
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Pronouncing "proofs of mine unrest, 
VVhereby my passed pain appears. 
My sighs full often have supplied, 
That fain with words 1 would have said ; 
My voice was stopp'd, my tongue was tied, 
My wits with woe were overweighed. 
With trembling soul and humble cheer, 
Oft grated I for grant of grace, 
On hope that bounty might be there, 
VChere beauty had so pight her place. 
At length I found, that I did fear, 
How I had labour'd all to loss ; 
Myself had been the carpenter, 
That framed me the cruel cross. 
Of this to corne, if doubt alone, 
Though blent with trust of better speed, 
So oft hath moved my mind to moan, 
So oft hath ruade my heart to bleed; 
VChat shall I say of if indeed, 
Now hope is gone, mine old relief; 
And I enforced ail to feed 
Upon the fruits of bitter grief? 

OF WOMEN'S CHANGEABLE WILL. 

I aWOL) I fouud hot as I feel, 
Such changing cheer of women's will ; 
By fickle « sleight of Fortune's wheel, 
By kind, of custom, never still. 

c proves. , wold.  slight. 
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So should I find no fault to lay 
On Fortune, for their moving mind ; 
So should I know no cause to say, 
This change to chance by course of kind. 

So should hot Love so work my woe, 
To make death surgeon for my sorel 
So should their wits not wander so; 
So should I teck the less therefore. 

THE LOVER COMPLAINETH THE LOSS OF HIS LADY. 

No joy bave I, but lire in heaviness, 
]ly Dame of price, bereft by Fortune's cruelness  
5Iy hap is turned fo unhappiness : 
Unhappy I am, unless I find release. 

My pastine past, my youthlike years are gone ; 
lly months of mirth, my glist'ring days of gladsomeness, 
My times of triumph turned into moan : 
Unhappy I ara unless I find release. 

.My wonted wind to chant my cheerful chance, 
DotK sigh, that « sung sometimes, the ballads of my lesse ; 
My sobs, my sore and sorrow do advance ; 
Unhappy I am, unless I find release. 

I mourn my mirth, for grief that it is gone ; 
I mourn my mirth, whereof my musing mindfulnes 
f son,g.  
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ls ground of greater grief that grows thereon : 
Unhappy I ara, unless I find release. 

No joy have I, for Fortune frowardly 
Hath bent her brows, bath put her hand to cruelness ; 
Hath reft my dame ; constrained me to cry; 
"' Unhappy I am unless I find release." 
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OF THE GOLDEN MEAN. 

TaE wisest way, thy boat in wave and wind to guie, 
ls neither still the trade of middle stream to try, 
Ne, warely shunning wreck by weather, aye too nlgh 
To l)ress upon the perilous shore. 
Both cleanly flees he filth, ne wons a wretched wight 
In carlish coat ; and careful court, aye thrall to spight, 
Vith port of proud estate he ieaves, who doth delight 
Of golden mean to hold the lofe. 

Storms rifest rend the sturdy stout pine-apple tree ; 
Of lofty ruing towers the fails the feller be; 
Most tierce doth lightniig light, uhere furthest we do sec 
The hills the valley to forsake. 
Vell furnish'd breast to bide each chances changing cheer, 
In woe hath cheerful hope ; in weal, hath wareful fear. 
One self Jove winter makes with ioathful looks appear, 
That can by course the saine a-slake. 

What if into mihap thy case now casten be ? 
It forceth hot such form of luck to last to thee. 
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Not alway bent is Phoebus' bow; his harp and he, 
'Ecast, silver sou»d s,metime doth raise. 
In hardest hap use help of bar 'y !.,;c/l heart ; 
8eem bold to bear the brunt oA" fo.tune overthwart; 
Eke wisely, when fore-wind too full breathes on thy part, 
Swage swelling sail, and doubt decays. 

TiIE PRAISE OF A TRUE FRIEND. 

,Vnoso that wisely weighs'" the profit and the price 
Of things wherein delight'" by worth is wnt to fise, 
Shall find no jewel i»'" so rich, t,c yet so rare, 
That with the fi'iedly heart" in value n, ay compare. 
V'hat other ealth to ma,t" by fortune nmy bt'fali, 
But fortune's changt'd cheer'" may reave a man of ail ; 
A friel» no vrack of vealth," no cruel cause of 
Can tbrce his fi'iendly faith," unfi'iendly to forego. 
If Fortune fi'iend]y fawu," and lend thee wea|thy store, 
Thy fi'iend's co»joined joy" «lotit make thy .ioy the more: 
If frowardly s!,e fi'ox 'b" and dri e thee to distress, 
llis aid relieves thy ,'uth," and makes thy sorrow less. 
Thus Fortune's pleasant fruits" by friends increased be 
The bitter, sharp, and sour," by fi'iends allayed to thee ; 
That when thou dost rejoice," then doubled is lhy joy, 
And eke in cause of care," the less is thy annoy. 
Aloft if thou do lire," as one appointed here, 
A stately part on stage" of worldly state to bear; 
Thy friend» as only free'" from f,'aud, will thee advise 
To rest vithin the rule'" of mcan, as do the wise. 
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He seeketh to foresee" the peril of thy rail ; 
He findeth out thy faults," and warns thee of them ail. 
Thee, hOt thy luck, he loves," whatever be thy case, 
Ile is thy faithful friend," and thee he doth embrace. 
If churlish cheer of chancff" have thrown thee into thrall, 
And that thy need ask aid'" for to relieve thy fall  
In him thou secret trust" assured art to bave, 
And succour, hOt to seek," before that thou can crave. 
Thus is thy friend to thee" the comfort of thy pain, 
The stayer of thy state," the doubler of thy gain ; 
In wealth and woe thy friend," another self to thee, 
Such man to man a God," the proverb saith to be. 
As wealth wiil bring thee friends'" in louring woe to prot, e, 
So woe shall yield thee friends'" in laughing wealth to love: 
V¢ith wisdom choose thy friend;" with virtue him retain ; 
Let virtue be the ground," so shall it hOt be vain. 
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THE LOVER LAMENTETH OTHER TO HAVE THE FRUITS 
OF HIS SERVICE. 

SotE men would think of right to bave, 
For their true meaning, some reward ; 
But while that I do cry and crave, 
I see that other be prefar'd. 
I gape for that I ana debar'd ; 
I lare as doth the hound at hatch i 
The worse I speed, the longer I watch. 

wasteful will is tried by trust; 
fond fancy is mine abuse; 
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For that I would refrain my lust, 
For mine avail 1 caunot choose. 
A will, and yet no power to use: 
A will, no will, by reason just, 
Since my will is at other's lust. 

They eat the honey, I hold the hive 
I sow the seed, they reap the corn ; 
I waste, they wiu ; I draw, they drive; 
Theirs is the thank, mine is the scorn; 
I seek, they speed : in waste my wind is worn ; 
I gape, they get, and greedily I snatch, 
Till worse I speed, the longer I watch. 

I fast, they feed; they drink, I thirst; 
They laugh, I wail ; they joy, I mourn ; 
They gain, I lose ; I have the worst; 
They whole, I sick ; they cold, I burn ; 
They leap, I lie ; they sleep, I toss and turn ; 
I would, they ma), ; I crave, they bave at will 
That helpeth them ; lo! cruelty doth me kill. 

OF THE SUBTILTY OF CRAFTY LOVERS. 

SucH wayward ways have some," when folly stirs their braina, 
To feign and plain full oft of Love," when least they feel his pains; 
And for to shew a grief," such craft have they in store, 
That they can halt, and lay a salve," hereas they feel no sore. 
As hound unto the foot," or dog unto the bov, 
So are hey ruade to vent her out," whom bent to love they kow 
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That if I should describe" one hundred of their drifts, 
Two hundred wits beside rnil|e own," I should put to their shifts. 
No woodrnan better knows'" how for to lodge his deer ; 
Nor shiprnan on the sea that more" bath skili to guide the steer; 
Nor beaten dog to herd'" can warer choose his garne; 
Nor schoolrnan to his fancy can'" a scholar better frarne ; 
q'han one of these, which have'" old Ovid's art in ure, 
Can seek the wa's unto their nfind," a WOalan to allure. 
As round about a hive'" the bees do swarm alway, 
So round about the bouse they hpress," whereia they seek their prey: 
And whorn they so besiege,'" it is a wonderous thlng, 
X, Vhat crafty engines to assault'" these wily warriors briug. 
The eye as scout and watch," to stir both to and fro, 
Doth serve to stale ber here and there," ss here she doth corne and go. 
The tongue doth plead for right,'" as herald of the heart ; 
And both the hands, as orators," do serve to pOitlt their part. 
So shews the counteaance then'" xvith these four to agree, 
As though in wittless with the test'" it wouhl hers sworn be. 
But ifshe then rnistrust," it wouid tUl'n black to white ; 
For that the worrier looks rnost smooth," when he wouhl faitest bite. 
Then wit, as counsellor/" a help for this to find, 
Strait rnakes the hand, as secretair," forthwith to write his nfiad. 
And so the letters strait'" arnbassadors are rnade, 
To treat it hate for to procure" ber to a better trade. 
X, Vhereill if she do thiuk" ail this is but a shew, 
Or bat a subtile rnasking cloak" to hide a crafty shrew ; 
Then corne they to the 'larrn,'" then shew the)" in the field, 
ïhea rntlster they in colours strange,'" that ways to rnake ber viehi. 
Then shoot they batt'ry off," then cornpass they her in ; 
At tir and tourney oft they strive" this sely soul to win. 
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Then sound they on their lutes," then strain they forth their song; 
Then rumble they with instruments" to lay ber quite along: 
Then board they ber with gifts," then do they woo and watch ; 
Then night and day they labour hard" this simple hold to catch : 
As paths within a wood," or turns within a maze, 
So then they shew of wiles and erafts" they can a thousand ways. 

OF THE VANITY OF MAN'S LIFE. 

V^[N is the fleeting wealth 
XVhereon the world stays; 
Sith stalking time by privy stealth 
Encroacheth on our days. 

And eld which creepeth fast, 
To taint us with lier wound; 
ill turn each blis» into a blast, 
XYhich lasteth but a stound. 

Of youth the lusty flower, 
,Vhich whilom stood in price, 
8hall vanish quite within an bout, 
As tire consumes the ice. 

Where is become that wight» 
For whose sake Troy town 
M,ithstood the Greeks till ten years fight 
Had raz'd their walls a-down ? 
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Did hot the worms co.sume 
Iter carrion to the dust ? 
I)id dreadful I)eath forbear his fume 
For beauty, pride, or lust? 
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THE LOVER NOT REGARDED IN EARNEST SUIT, BEING 
BECOME ',VISER, REFUSET}I HER PROFFERED LOVE. 

Do away your pbysic! I faint no more: 
The salve you sent, it cornes too ]ate: 
You wist well ail my grief before, 
Ald what I suff'red for your sake. 
XVhole is my heart ; I plain no more ; 
A .e, the cure did undertake ; 
"Xhereibre do avay ! )'ou corne too late. 

For whiles you knew 1 was our own, 
So long in vain yo,t muade me gape ; 
A,«I though my faith it were well known, 
Yet small regard thou took thereat: 
But ttow the blast is overblown, 
Of vain physic a salve you shape ; 
Vheretbre do away! you corne too late. 

ltow long «ere this have I been fain 
To gape for mercy at your gate ; 
Until the time, I spied it plain, 
ïhat pity and 3'ou fell at debate. 
For my redress then was 1 fain 
Your service clean for to forsake ; 
"Vherefore do away ! you corne too late. 
i OL 
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For when I brent in endless tire, 
'ho ruled then, but c;aiel hate [ 
So that uneath I durst desire 
One look, my fervent heat to slake: 
Therefore another doth me hire, 
And all the proffer that you make, 
Is ruade in vain, and cornes too late. 

For when 1 asked recompence, 
XVhich k cOSt you nought to grant, God wot ! 
Then said ])isdain ; " Too great expence 
" It were for you to grant me that." 
Therefore do away your rere-pretence, 
" That you would bind, that erst you brake;" 
For, Io ! your salve cornes ail too ]ate. 

THE COMPLAINT OF A $ OMAN MORTALLY WOLNDED. 

A cittV.l tiger ail with teeth be-bled: 
A bloody tyrant's hand in each degree; 
A leechèer, that by wretched loste was led, 
Alas ! deflouered my verginitè ; 
And not contented wîth this villany, 
Nor with th' outrageous terror of the deed, 
'ith bloody thirst of greater cruelty, 
Fearing his heinous gui]t shouhl be bewra b'd, 
By crying death and vengeance openly ; 
His violent hand forthwith, alas [ he laid 
Upon my guiltless sely child, and me; 

k With : H'hich. 
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And iike the wretch, whom no horrour dismay'd, 
Drown'd in the sink of deep iniquity, 
Misusing me the mother for a rime, 
Hath slain us both, for cioaking of his crime. 
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THE LOVER BEING MADE THRALL BY LOVE, PERCEIVETH 
HOIV GREAT A LOSS IS LIBERTY. 

An [ Liberly, now bave [ learned to know, 
By lacking thee, what jewel I possess'd, 
Vhen I received first from Cupid's bow, 
The deadly wound, that fest'reth in my breast. 
So far, alas [ forth strayed were mine eyes, 
That l ne might refi-ain them back, for, lo ! 
They in a moment ail earthly things despise; 
In heavenly sight, now are the.v fixed so. 
What then for me, but stili with mazed sight, 
To wonder at that excellence divine, 
'here Love, my freedom having in despight, 
Halh ruade me thral[ througl errour of mite eyen : 
For other guerdon hope I hot to bave; 
5Iy fault'ring tongue so basheth aught to crax-e. 

THE DIVERSE AND CONTRARY PASSIONS OF THE LOVERS. 

HoI»sç my peace, alas ! how ioud I cry, 
Pressed vith hope and dread, even both at ones ; 
Stl'ained with death, and yet I cannot die: 
Burning in flame, quaking for cold that groans. 
R 
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-ato my hope, without wings 1 fly, 
Pressed with despair, that breaketh ail my bones ; 
Valking as if I were, and yet ara hot: 
Feigning with mirth, most inwardly with more:s. 
rIaïd b3r my help, unto my health hOt nigh i 
Midst of the calm my ship on rock it runs. 
I serve unbound, fast fetter'd yet I lie; 
Instead of lniik that feed on marble stones. 
:My most will is, that I do espy, 
That works my joys and sorrows both at ones: 
In contrairs standeth ail lny los and gain, 
.d, lo! the guilt|ess causeth ail my pain. 

"I'HE TESTAMENT OF THE HAWTHORN. 

I sv..v ltaw, whose hope is past, 
In faithful, true, and fixed mlnd 
To ber wholn that I served la»t, 
Have ail my joyfulness resign'd; 
Because I know assuredly, 
bly dying day approacheth nigh. 

Despaired heart ! the careful nest . 
Of ail the sighs I kept in store, 
Convey my careful corpse to rest, 
That leaves his joy for evermore. 
And when the day of hope is past, 
Give up thy sprite, and sigh the last. 
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But, or that we depart in twain, 
Tell her I loved with ail my might, 
That though the corpse in clay remain, 
Consumed to ashes, pale and white; 
And though the vital powers do cease, 
The sprite shall love ber nathelesse. 

And pray my livs lady dear, 
During this little time and space 
That I have to abiden here, 
Not to withdraw ber wonted grace» 
In recompensing of the pain, 
That I shall bave to part in twain. 

And that at least she will with-save» 
To grant my just and last request; 
'hen that she shall behold his grave, 
That lieth of lire here dispossess'd, 
In record, that I once was hers, 
To barbe my frozen stone with tears. 

The Service tree here do I make, 
For mine executor and my friend, 
That living, did not me forsake, 
Nor will, I trust, unto my end, 
To see my body ç-ell convey'd, 
In ground where that it shall be laid. 

Tombed underneath a goodly OAK, 
"qth IVY gTeen, that fast is bound, 
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There this my grave I have bespoke, 
For there my Lady's naine do sound ; 
Beset, even as my testament relis» 
With oaken leaves, and nothing else. 

Graven whereon shall be express'd ; 
" Here lieth the body in this place, 
" Of him, that living, never ceas'd 
" To serve the fairest that ever was : 
" The corpse is here, the heart he gave 
"To ber, for whom he lieth iii grave." 

And also set about mv hearse 
Two lamps to burn, and hOt to queint ; 
"Vhich shall betoken and rehearse, 
That my good will was uever spent ; 
When that my corpse was laid a-low, 
3Iy spirit did swear to serve no mo. 

And if you want of ringing beils, 
SVhen that my corpse go'th into grave, 
Repeat her naine, aud nothing else ; 
To whom that I was bonden slave : 
SVhen that my life it shall unframe, 
My sprite shalljoy to hear her naine. 

Vith doleful note and piteous sound, 
herewith my heart did cleave in twain, 
With such a song lay me la ground; 
bly sprite, let it with her remain, 
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That had the body to commend, 
Till Death thereof did make an end. 

And even with my last bequest, 
SVhen I shall from this life depart, 
I give to her I loved best, 
My just, my truc, and faithful heart ; 
Signed with the hand as cold as stone, 
Of him that living was her own. 

And if he here might lire again, 
As Phoenix, made by death anew, 
Of this she may assure her plain, 
That he will still bejust and truc. 
Thus, farewd ! she on lire my own, 
And send herjoy when I aih gone. 

THE 

LOVER IN DESPAIR, LAMENTETH HIS CASE. 

AoEtI, desert ! how art thou spent? 
Ah! dropping tears, how do ye waste ? 
Ah ! scalding sighs, how be ye spent, 
To prick them forth that will not haste? 
Ah '. pained heart, thou gap'st for grace, 
Even there where pity bath no place. 

As easy itis the stony rock 
From place to place for to remove; 
As by thy plaint for to provoke 
A frozen heart from hate to love ; 
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What should I say ? such is thy lot, 
To fawn on them that force thee not. 

Thus mayst thou safely say and swear, 
That rigour reigneth and ruth doth rail; 
In thankless thoughts thy thoughts do wear, 
Thy truth, thy faith may nought avail: 
For thy good wiil, why should thou so 
Still graft, where grace it will hot grow. 

Alas ! poor heart, thus hast thou spent 
Thy flow'ring time, thy pleasant years ; 
XVith sighing voice weep and lainent, 
For of thy hope no fruit appears : 
Thy true meaning is paid with scorn, 
That ever soweth and reapeth no corn. 

And where thou seeks a quiet port, 
Thou dost but weigh against the wind; 
For where thou gladdest would'st resort» 
There is no place for thee assia'd : 
Thy destiny bath set it so, 
That thy true heart should cause thy woe. 

OF HIS M[STRESS, M. B. 

I Bays I boast, whose branch I bear ; 
Such joy therein I find, 
That to the death I shall it wear, 
To ease my careful mind. 
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In heat, in cold, both night and day, 
Her virtue may be seen ; 
When other fruits and flowers decay, 
The Bay 'et grows full green. 

Her ben'ies feed the birds full oft; 
Her leaves sweet water make; 
Her boughs be set in every loft 
For their sweet savour's sake. 

The birds do shroud them from the cold 
In her, we daily see ; 
And men make arbours as they would» 
Under the pleasant tree. 

It doth me good when I repair 
There, as these Bays do grow ; 
"¢(here oft I walk to take the air, 
It doth delight me so. 

But, 1o ! I stand as I were dumb, 
tler beauty for to blaze, 
Wherewith my sprites be overcomc» 
So long thereon I gaze. 

At last I turn unto my walk, 
In passing to and fro, 
And to myself [ smile ar.d talk, 
And then away I go. 
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Vhy smilest thou?" say lookers on, 
" What pleasure hast thou round?" 
With that I ara as cold as stone, 
And ready for to swound. 

" Fie, fie for shame," saith Fancy than, 
" Pluck up thy fainted heart, 
" And speak thou boldly like a man 
" Shrink hot for little smart." 

Whereat I blush and change my cheer 
My senses wax so weak, 
" 0 God!" think I, "what make I here, 
" That never a word may speak." 

I dare hOt sigh lest I be heard ; 
My ]ooks I slily cast, 
And still 1 stand, as one were scar'd, 
Until my storms be past. 

Then happy hap doth me revive, 
The blood cornes to my face 
A merrier man is not alive, 
Than I am in that case. 

Thus after sorrow seek [ test; 
When fled is Fanc's fit: 
And though 1 be a home|y guest, 
Before the Bays I sit; 
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Where I do watch till leaves do fall, 
When wind the tree doth shake: 
Then» though my branch be vers small, 
1I$ leaf away I take. 

And then I go and clap my hands  
My heart doth leap forjoy. 
These Bays do ease me from my band, 
That long did me annoy. 

For when I do behold the same, 
Which makes so fait a show, 
I find therein my Mistress' name, 
And see her virtues grow. 
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THE 

LOVER COMPLAINETH HIS HEARTY 
NOT REQUITED. 

WnEr Phoebus had the serpent slain, 
He daimed Cupid's bow: 
Which strife did turn him to great pain, 
The story well doth prove ; 
For Cupid made him feel much woe, 
In seekiag Daphne's love. 

This Cupid hath a shaft of kind, 
VThich wounded many a wight; 
Whose golden head had power to bind 
Each heart in Venus' baads: 
This arrow did on Phoebus light, 
Which came from Cupid's hands. 

LOVE 
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Another shaft was wrought in spite, 
A'hich headed was with lead; 
Whose nature quenched sweet delight 
That loyers most embrace : 
In Daphne's breast this cruel head 
Had found a dwelling place. 

But Phoebus, fond of his desire, 
Sought after D.aphne's soi 
He burnt with heat, she felt no tire, 
Full fast she fled him fro; 
He gat but hate for.his good will, 
The Gods assigned so. 

My case with Phoebus' may compare: 
His hap and mine are one. 
I cry to ber that knows no tare, 
Yet seek I to ber most; 
Vhet I approach, then is she gone: 
Thus is my labour lost. 

Nov blame hot me, but blame the shaft 
That hath the golden head ; 
And blame those Gods that with their eraft 
Such arrows forge by kind; 
And blame the eold and heavy lead, 
That  dulle'th my Ladies mind. 

I doth : dulle'th. 
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A PRAISE OF M. M. 

I Court as 1 beheld" the beauty of each dame, 
Of right, methought, ff'oto ail the rest'" should M-- --, steal the saine. 
But ere I meant to judge," I viewed with such advice, 
As rechless doom should hot invade" the bounds of my device. 
And vhile I gazed long," such heat did breed within, 
As Priamus' town felt hOt more flame," when did the baie begin. 
By reason's rule, ne yet" by wit perceive I could, 
That M-- --'s face, of earth y-found," enjoy such beauty should. 
Aud Fancy doubted that" from heaven had Venus corne, 
To nourish rage in Britons' hearts," vhile courage yet doth bloom. 
He" native hue so st'ove" with coloul- of the rose, 
That Paris would bave Itelen left," and 5I--'s beauty chose. 
A wight far passing ail," and is more fait to seem, 
Than lusty May, the lodge of love," that clothes the earth in green. 
8o angel-like she shines," she seemeth no mortal wight, 
But one whom Nature in her forge," did frame herself to spite. 
Of beauty, princess chief,'" so make-less doth she test, 
Whose eye wotdd glad an heavy wight," and prison pain in breast. 
I wax astonied to sec" the feature of her shape, 
And wond'red that a mortal heart" such heavenly beams could scape. 
Her limbs so answering were" the mould of her fait face, 
Or Venus' stock she seem'd to spring," the root of beauty's grace. 
Her presence doth pretend" such honour and estate, 
That simple men might guess her birth,'" if fol|y bred debate. 
Her looks in hearts of flint" would such effects impress, 
As rage of flame, not Niltts' streams" in Nestor's years increase. 
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xVithin the subtile seat" of ber bright eyeu doth dwell 
Bliud Culfid with the prick of pain," that princes freedom sell. 
A paradie it is" ber beauty to behold, 
Where Nature's stuff so full is round," that Nature's ware is sold. 

.AN OLD LOVER TO A YOUNG GENTLEWOMAN. 

Y. are too young to bring me iii; 
_And 1 too old to gape for files: 
I bave too long a loyer been, 
If such young babes should blear mine eyes. 
But, trill the ball before my face ; 
I ara content to make you play : 
I will not see, I hide my face, 
And turn my back and run away. 

But ifyou follow on so fast, 
.And cross the ways where I should go; 
Ye may wax xveary at the last, 
And then at length yourself o'erthrow : 
I mean, where you and all your flock, 
Devise to pen men in the pound : 
I know a key can pick your lock, 
And make you run yourselves on ground 

Some birds can eat the strawy corn, 
And flee the lime that fowlers set ; 
And some are fear'd of every thorn, 
And so thereby they scape the net : 
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But some do light, and never look, 
And seeth hot who doth stand in wait: 
As fish that swallow up the hook, 
And is beguiled through the bait. 

But men oaa look before they leap, 
_And be at price for every ware, 
And penny-worths cast, to buy good cheal., 
And in each thing hath eye and care. 
But he that bluntly runs on head, 
And seeth hot what the race shall be, 
Is like to bring a fool to bed-- 
And thus,  e get no ïnore of me. 

THE LOVER FORSAKETH HIS UNKIND LOVE. 

IAREWELL thou frozen heart," and ears of harden'd steel : 
Thou lackest years to understand" the grief that I did feel: 
The Gods revenge my wrong'" with equal plague on thee, 
Vhen pleasure shall prick forth thy youth'" to learn what lote shall be. 
Perchance thou provest now" to scale blind Cupid's hohl, 
Artd matchest where thou mayest repent" when ail thy cards are told. 
But blush not thou therefire'" thy betters have do»e so, 
Vho thought they had retain'd a dove," t hen they but caught a crow. 
And soïne do lenger tine," with lofty looks we sec, 
That lights at length as low or worse" than doth the beetle bec. 
Yet let thy hope be good," such hap may fall from high, 
That thou mayst be, if fortune servez" a princess ere thou die. 
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If chance prefer thee so," alas ! poor sely man, 
Vhere shall I scape thy cruel hands," or seek for succour than ? 
God shield such greedy wolves" shouid iap it guiltless blood! 
And send shooE horns to hurtfui heads" that rage like lions wood. 
I seldom see the day" but malice wanteth might, 
And hateful hearts bave never hap" fo wreak their wrath aright. 
The mad,nan is unmeet'" a naked sword to guide; 
And more untit are they to climb" that are o'crcome with pride. 
I touch hOt thee herein,'" thou art a falcon sure, 
That can both soar and stoop sometime,'" as men cast up the lute. 
The peacock bath no place" in thee, when thou shalt list; 
For some no sooner make a sign," but thou perceivest the fist. 
They bave that I do want,'" and that ° bath thee beguil'd ; 
The iack that thou dost see in me" doth make thee look so wild : 
lly luriug is hOt good," it liketh hOt thine ear; 
lIy call it is hOt hall so sweet'" as, would to God, it were. 
'd, rell, wanton ! yet beware" thou do no tiring take 
At every hand that would thee feed," or to thee friendshil make. 
This counsel take of him'" that ought thee once his love ; 
SVho hopes to meet thee after this" among the saints above. 
But here within this world," if he may shun the place, 
He rather asketh present death," than to behold thy face. 

THE LOVER PREFERETH HIS LADY ABOVE ALL 
OTHER. 

R.sl«, you Dames, whom tickling bruit delight, 
The golden praise that flattery's trump doth sound, 
And vassals be to her, that claires by right 
The title just that first dame Beauty round ; 

m doth: bath» 1574. 
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SVhose dainty eyes such sugar'd baits do hide, 
As poison hearts where ° gleams of love do glide. 

Corne eke, and sec how Heaven and Nature wrought 
V-ithin her face; where framed is such joy, 
As Priarn's sons in vain the seas had sought, 
If hall such light had had abode in Troy; 
For as the golden sun doth dark each star, 
So doth her hue the fairest dames as far. 

Each heavenly gift, each grace that Nature could 
By art or wit, my Lady, 1o ! retains : 
A sacred head so heap'd with hairs of gold, 
As Phoebus' beams for beauty far it stains : 
A sugar'd tongue» where eke such sweetness snows» 
That well it seerns a fountain, where it flows. 

Two laughing eyes, so linked with pleasing looks, 
As would entice a tiger's heart to serve; 
The bait is sweet, but eage- be the hooks, 
For Dian seeks her honour to preserve: 
Thus Al'undel sits throned still with farne, 
.Vhorn en'mies' trump cannot attaint with shame. 

My dased head so daunted is with heaps 
Of gifts divine that harbour in her breast; 
Her heavenly shape, that, 1o ! rny verses leaps, 
And touch but that, wherein she clouds the test: 
For if I should ber graces ail retire, 
Both tirne should want, and I should wonders write. 

o glimes. 
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Her cheer so sweet, so crystal p are her eyes; 
Her mouth so smali, her lips so lively red; 
Her hand so fine, ber words so sweet and wise» 
That Pallas seems to sojourn in her head: 
Her virtues great her form as far exceeds, 
As sun the shade that mortal creatures leads. 

,Vould God ! that wretched age would spare to rase 
Her lively hue, that as ber graces rare 
Be goddess-like, even so her goddess face 
Might never change, but still continue fairl 
That eke in after rime each wight may see 
How Virtue ca, with Beauty bear degree. 

THE LOVER LAMENTETH THAT HE WOULD FORGET 
LOVE, AND CANNOTo 

ALAs when shall I joy? 
Then shall my woful heart 
Cast forth the tbolish toy, 
That breedeth ail my smart? 
A thousand rimes and mo 
I bave attempted sore 
To rid this restless woe, 
Thich reigneth more and more. 

But when Remembrance past 
Hath laid dead coals together, 
Old Love renews his blast, 
That cause my joys to wither= 
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Then suddenly a spark 
Starts out of my desire, 
And leaps into my heart, 
Setting the coals a-tire. 

Then Reason runs about 
To seek forgetful water, 
To quench and clean put oJt 
The cause of ail this matter ; 
And saith; " Deatl flesh must needs 
" Be cut out of the cote.; 
«« For rotlen wither'd weeds 
" Can heal no grievous sore." 

But then even suddeuly 
The fervent heat doth slake. 
And cold then straineth me, 
That makes my body shake. 
Alas! who can endure 
To surfer ail this pain ; 
Since her that should me cure, 
Most cruel death bath Main, 

1,Vell ! well ! I say no more ; 
Let dead care for the dead-- 
Yet woe is me therefore! 
[ must attempt to lead 
s T 
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One other kind of lit 
Than hitherto 1 haï'e, 
Or else this pain and strife 
"Wili bring me to my grave. 
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OF THE NINE MUSES. 

IMPS of king Jove, and queen Remembrance, 1o ! 
The Sisters 1Nine, the poet's pleasant feres, 
Calliope, doth stately style bestow, 
And worthy praises paints of prlncely peers : 

Clio, in solemn songs renew'th ail day, 
Vith present years conjoining age by-past : 
Delightfgl talk loves comical Thaley, 
In fresh green youth who doth like laurel last: 

V¢ith voices tragical, sounds Melpomen, 
And as with chains th' allured ear she binds : 
Her strings, when Terpsichore doth touch, even then 
She toucheth hearts, and reigneth in men's minds : 
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Fine Erato, whose look a lively cheer 
Presents, in dancing keeps a comely g.'ace : 
,Vith seemly gesture doth Polymnie steer, 
XVhose words whole routs of ranks do rule in place. 

Urania, a her glol)es to view ail bent, 
The ninefold heav'n observes with fixed face : 
q_'he blasts Euterpe tunes of instrument, 
Vith solace sweet, hence heavy dumps to chase : 

Lord Phoebus in the midst, whose heavenly sprite 
These Ladies doth inspire, embraceth ail. 
The Graces in the uses' weed delight 
q_'o lead them forth, lhat men in maze they fall. 

MUSONIUS THE PtlILOSOPHER'S SAYING. 

IN working well if travail you sustain, 
lnto the  ind shall lightly pass the pain ; 
But ofthe deed the glory shall remain, 
And cause your naine with worthy wights to reign. 

In workiug vrong if pleasure you attain, 
The pleasure soon shall vade, and void as vain ; 
But of the deed, throughout the life, the shame 
Endures, defacing ),ou with foui defame, 

And still tormeats the mind both night and day ; 
Scant length of rime the spot can wash away. 
Flee then ill-suading pleasurc's baits untrue, 
And noble Virtue's fait renown pursue. 

a Utanie. 
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_o5 

DESCRIPTION OF VIRTUE. 

Wr.,,'r one art ihou, thus in torn weed y-clad? 
«' Virtue; in price whom ancient sages had." 
Vhy poorly ray'd? "' For fading goods past care." 
V'hy double faced ? " I mark each fortune's rare." 
This bridle what 9. ,, Mind's rages to restrain." 
Too]s why bear you ? " I love to take great pain." 
Why wings 9. " 1 teach above the stars to fly." 
Why tread you death ? " I only cannot die." 

PIA1SE OF MEASURE-KEEPING. 

Trie ancient rime commended not for nought 
The mean; what better thing can there be sought ? 
In mean is Virtue placed on either side ; 
Both right and left amiss a man shall slide. 
Icar, with sire hadst thou the midway flow'n, 
Icarian beck by naine, had no man known. 
If middle path kept had proud Phaëton, 
No burning brand this earth had fall'n upon. 
Ne cruel power, ne none b too sort, tan reign : 
That keeps a mean, the saine shall still remain. 
Thee, 3ulie, once did too much mercy spill: 
Thee» Nero stern, rigor extreme did ki|l. 
How could August so many years well pass ? 
Nor over-meek» nor over-tierce he was. 

b 50 : t00o 
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XVorship not Jove with curious fancies vain, 
Nor him despise ; hold right a-tween these twain. 
No wasteful wight, no greedy goom is prais'd ; 
Stands largess just in equal balance paysed. 
So Cato's meal surmounts Antonius' cheer, 
And better fame his sober fare hath here. 
Too slender building bad  as bad too gross; 
Ole an eye-sore, the tother falis to loss. 
As medicines help in measure, so, God wot! 
By overmuch the sick their bane bave got. 
Unmeet me seems to utter this « more ways : 
lIeasure forbids unmeasurable praise. 

1MAN'S LIFE, AFTER POSSIDONIUS, OR CRATES. 

rUAT path list you to tread?" what trade will you assay ? 
The courts of plea by brawl and bate" drive gentle peace au ay. 
In bouse, for wife and chihl" there is but cark and care ; 
Vith travel and with toil enough" in fields we use to rare. 
Upon the seas lieth dread;" the rich in foreiwn land, 
1)o fear the loss, and there the poor" like l'nisers poorly stand. 
Strife, with a wife ; without," your thrift full hard to see : 
Young brats a trouble; none at ail," a maire it seems to be. 
Youth fond ; age bath no heart," and pincheth all too nigh 
Choose then the liefer of these two," aye lire» or soon to die. 
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METRODORIUS' MIND TO THE CONTRARY. 

,VH_çT race of life rull )'ou .9" vhat trade  iii ):ou assay ? 
In courts is glory got, and wit" increased day by day. 
At home we take out ease," and beak ourselres in test: 
The fie]ds out nature do refresh'" with pleasures of the best. 
On seas is gain to get ;" the stranger he shall be 
Esteemed, having much; if not," none knoweth his lack but he. 
A wife will trim thy bouse;'" no ife, then art thou free; 
Brood is a lovely thing; xvithout, thy life is Ioose to thee. 
 oung bloods be strong ; old sires" in double honour dwell : 
Do 'way that choice, " No |ire, or soon'" to die," for ail is well. 

OF FRIENDSHIP. 

Or ail the hea'enly gifts" that mortal men commend» 
Vhat trusty treasure la the world" can countem'ail a friend ? 
Our heaith is soon decayed ;" goods casual, light, and vain ; 
Broke have -e seen the force of power;" and honour surfer stain. 
In body's iust man doth" resemble but base brute; 
True virtue gets and keel)s a friend»" good guide of out pursuit : 
V(hose hearty zeal with ours" accords in every case : 
No terre of time, no space of place," no »tortu can it deface. 
x, Vhen fickle fortune fails,'" this knot endureth still : 
Thy kin out of their kind may swerve," wheu fi'iettds owe lhee good will. 
What sveeter solace shall " befall» tban one to 
Upon whose breast thou mayst repose" the secrets of thy mind .9 
2U 
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lte waileth at thy svoe;" his tears with thine be shed ; 
Vith thee doth he ail joys enjoy,'" so lief a life is led. 
Behold thy friend, and of" thyself the pattern see ; 
One soul a wonder shall it seem" in bodies twain to be. 
In absence, present ; rich," in want ; in sickness, sound ; 
Yea after death alive, mayst thou" by thy sure fl'iend be round. 
Each house, each town» each realm" by stedfast love dotix stand 
Vhere foui debate breeds bitter baie" in each divided land. 
0 Frendship ! flower of flowers !'" 0 lively sprite of life ! 
0 ! sacred bond of blissful peace,'" the stalworth stanch of strife ; 
Scipio with Lelius'" didst thou conjoin in cure, 
At home in wars for weal» and woe," with  equal faith to fare. 
Gesippus eke with Tite ;" Damon with Pythias; 
And wlth Menethus' son, Achill" by thee combined was. 
Euryalus and Nisus'" gave Virgil cause to sing ; 
Of Pylades do many rimes," and of Orestes ring: 
Down Theseus weJt to hell," Pirith his friend to findl 
0 ! that the wives in these our days,'" were to theiÇ mates so kind. 
Cicero, the fi'iendly man," to Atticus» his friend, 
Of fi-iendship wrote ; such couples, lo !" doth lot but seldom lend. 
Recount thy race now run,'" how few shalt thou there see» 
Of hom to say ; "This sanie is he'" that never failed me.'" 
So rare a jewel then" must needs be holden dear 
Anti as thou wilt esteem thyself," so take thy chosen fere. 
The tyrant in despair," no lack of gold bewails  
But, " Out. l ara undone,7' saith he," «' foi" ail my friendship fails." 
Wherefore since nothing is," more kindly for out kind, 
Next wisdom» thus that teacheth us," love we the friendful mind. 
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THE 

DEATH OF ZOROAS, AN EGYPTIAN ASTRONOMER, 
IN THE FIRST FIGHT THAT ALEXANDER HAD 
WITH THE PERSIANS. 

Now clatt'ring arms, now raging broils of war, 
Gan pass the  noise of dreadful trumpets' clang ; 
Shrowded with shafts the heav'n with cloud of dart 
Covered the air. Against full fatted bulls, 
As forceth kindled ire the lions keen, 
Whose greedy guts the gnawing hunger prick» ; 
So Macedons against the Persians fare. 
Now corpses hide the purpur'd soli with blood ; 
Large slaughter on each side; but Perses more 
[oist fields f be-bled ; their hearts, and numbers bate. 
Fainted wh|le they gave back, and rail to flight, 
The lightning Macedon, by swords, by gleaves, 
By bands and troops of footmen, ,ith his guard, 
Speeds to Darie ; but him his nearest kin, 
Oxate preserres, with horsemen on a plump 
Before his car, that none the charge could give. 
Here grunts, here groans ; each where strong youth is spent. 
Shaking ber bloody hands, Bellone among 
The Perses, sow'th ail kintl of cruel death. 
With throat y-cut he roars ; he lieth along, 
His entrails with a lance through girded quite ; 
Him smites the club  him wounds far striking bow ; 
And him the sling ; and him the shining sword. 
He dieth, he is all dead, he pants, he rests. 

 noyer, f be bled ; l.e.bl«d. 
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Right over stood in snow-white armour brave 
The Memphite Zoroas, a cunning clerk, 
To , hom the heav'n lay open as his book ; 
And in celestial bodies he could tell 
The moving, meeting, light, aspèct, eclipse, 
Attd influence, and constellations ail. 
Vhat earthly chances would betide, what year 
Of plenty stnr'd» what sign forewarned demth ; 
How winter gend'reth snow what temperature 
In the prime-ride doth season well the soli : 
X, Vhy summer burns why autumn hath ripe grapes 
Vhether tbe circle quadrate may become ; 
Whether out- tunes heav'n's harmony can yield ; 
Of tirer begins. among themsel,'es how great 
Proportion is ; what sway the erring lights 
Doth send in course, 'gain that first moving heaven 
X, Vhat grees one from another distant be ; 
,Vhat star doth let the hurtful sire to rage, 
Or him, more mild xvhat opposition makes : 
,Yhat tire doth qualify Mavorses tire : 
Vhat house eaclt nue doth seek, what planet reigns 
,Vithin his hemispbere ; or that small things 
I speak whole heaven he closetb in his breast. 
This Sage tben in the stars hath spy'd the fates 
Tbreaten'd him death without delay and, sith 
lle saw he could hot fatal order change, 
Forward he press'd in battle, that he might 
Meet with the rulers of the Macedons, 
Of his right hand desirous to be slain 
The boldest g bairn, aad worthiest in the field. 

g benn ; bairn, 
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And as a wight, now weary of his lire, 
_And seeking death, in first front ofhis rage, 
Cornes desperately to Alexander's face. 
At him with darts, one ai'ter other, throws ; 
Vith reckless words and elamour him provokes, 
And saith ; " Nectanak's bastard, shameful stain 
" Of mother's.bed, why losest thou thy strokes 
" Coward among ? turn thee to me, in case 
" Manhood there be so much left in thy heart: 
" Crne fight with me, that on my hehnet wear 
"' Apollo's laurel, both for learning's laud, 
" And eke fut" martial praise ; that iii my »hiehl 
" The seven-fo|d sophie of Minerve CO|ltain  
" A match more meet, Sir King, than aly here." 
The noble Prince amoved, takes ruth upon 
The wilful wight, and with soft words again  
" O lnonstrous man !" |'quoth he, " hatso thou arb 
"' I pray thee lire, ne do hot with thy death 
" This lodge of lofe, the 3[uses' mansion mar. 
'» That treasure bouse this hand shall never spoil ; 
" My sword slmll never bruise that ski]fill brain, 
" Long gathered heaps of science soon to spill. 
"" 0 ! how fair frnits may you to mortal men 
" From wisdom's garden give ! how many may 
" 13y you the wiser and the better prore ! 
"" What errour, what mati mood, what frenzy thee 
"' Persuades» to be down sent to deep Averne'. 
" Where no arts flourish, nor no knowledge 'vails 
« For ail these saws." Vqaen thus the sovereign said 
Alighted Zoroa% with sword unsheathed, 

h quod. 
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The careless King there smote above the greave 
At th' opening of his quishes woundetl hlm, 
So that the blood clown rayled on the ground. 
The Macedon perceiving hurt, gan gnash ; 
But yet his mind he bent in any-wise 
tlim to forbear ; set spurs unto his steed, 
And turn'd away, lest anger of his smart 
Should cause revenger hand deal bal«ful blo 
But of the Macedonlan chieftain' knights, 
One Meleager could not bear this sight, 
But ran upon the said Egyptiau reuk, 
And cut him in both knees : he fell to ground 
V'herewith a whole rout came of soldiers stern, 
And ail in pieces hewetl the sely seg. 
But haplfily the soul fled to the stars i 
Vhere, under him he hath full sight of ail 
VChereat he gazed here, with reaching look. 
The Pcrsians wail'd such sapience to forego 
The very fone, the Macedofians, wish'd 
He xvou|d bave lived ; kitg Alexander self 
Deem'd him a man unmeet to die at ail ; 
Who won like praise for conquest of his ire, 
As for stout men in field that day subdu'd  
SVho princes taught how to discern a man, 
That in his head so rare a jewel bears, 
But over ail those saine Camcenes, those saine 
Divine Camoenes, whose houour he procur'd, 
As tender parent doth his daughter's weal, 
Lamented ; and for thanks, ail that they can, 
Do cherish hiln deceas'd, and set him free 
From dark oblivion of devouring death. 
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MARCUS TULLIUS CICERO'S DEATH. 

THEIEIrOrtE, when restless rage ofwind aud wave 
He saw; " By Fates, alas ! cali'd for," iquoth he, 
«' ls hapless Cicero; sail on, shape course 
" To the next shore, and bring me to my death. 
"' Perdie these thanks, rescued from civil sword, 
" XVilt thou my couutry pay ? 1 see mine end ; 
" So powers divine, so bid the Gods above, 
" In city saved that consul Marcus shend.'" 
Speaking no more, but drawing from deep heart 
Great groans, even at the naine of Rome rehears'd, 
His eyes and cheeks with showers of tears he wash'd 
And, (though a rout in daily daugers wo.rn) 
d,'ith forced face the shipmen held their tears ; 
And striving long, the sea's rough floods to pass, 
In angry winds and stormy showers ruade way, 
And at the last sale anchor'd in the road. 
Came heavy Cicero a-land  with pain 
ltis faiuted limbs the aged sire doth draw, 
And round about their toaster stood his band. 
Nor greatly with their own hard hap dismar'd, 
Nor plighted faith k prone in sharp rime to break. 
Some swords prepare, some their dear lord assist  
In litter laid, they lead him uncouth wa)'s, 
If so deceive Antonius' cruel gleaves 
They might and threats of following routs escape. 

quo& k prove ; prone. 



336 

SONGS AND SONNETS. 

Thus, lo ! that Tully vent, that Tullius, 
Of royal robe anti sacred Senate prince. 
XVhen he afar the men approach espyetb ; 
And of his fone the ensigns doth acknow, 
And with drawn sword Popilius, threat'ning death ; 
XVhose life and wbole estate in hazard, once 
I le bad preserv'd, when Rome, as yet l to-free, 
Heard him, and at his thund'ring oice amazed. 
llerennius eke more eager than the test 
Present, inflam'd with fury, him pu,-sues. 
XVhat might he do ? shouhl he use in defence 
Disarmed bands, or pardon ask for meed? 
Shouhl he with words attempt to turn the wrath 
Of th' amed knight, whose safeguard he had wrought ? 
No ! age forbids : and, fix'd within deep breast, 
Ilis country's love, and thlling Rome's image. 
" The chariot turn !'" saith he ; " let Ioose the teins ! 
" Run to tbe undeserved death ! me, 1o! 
" Hath Phcel us focal, as messenger, forewarn'd, 
" And Jove desires a new heaven's-man to make. 
" Brutus' and Cassius' souls, lire you in bliss ? 
" In case yet ail the rates gain-strive us hot, 
" Neither shall we, perchance, die onrevenged. 
" low have I lived, O Rome! enough for nie. 
" 5ly lmssed lire nought suff'reth nie to doubt 
" 1Noisome oblivion of the hmthsome death. 
" Slay me ! yet ail the oflpring to co,ne shall know, 
" And this decease shall b,'ing etc,mal life. 
" Yea. and (unless I rail, and ail in vain, 
" Rome, I sometime thy augur chosen was) 

1 to free ; to-free. 
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"' Not everrnore shall friendly fortune thee 
«' Favour, Antonius ; once the day shall corne, 
« XVhen her dear wights, by cruel spite thus slain, 
" Victorious Rome shall at thy hands require. 
" Me likes, ther-while, go see the hoped heaven. ' 
Speech had he left, and therewith he, good man, 
His throat prepar'd, and held his head unmoved. 
His hasting to those fates the very knights 
Be loth to see, and rage rebated when 
They his bare neck beheld, and his hoar hairs. 
Scant could they hold the tears that forth gan burst, 
And almost fell ri'oto bloody hands the swords. 
Only the stern Herennius, with grim look ; 
tt Dastards, why stand you still ?'" he saith, and straight 
Swaps off the head with his presumptuous iron. 
Ne with that slaughter yet is he not fill'd ; 
Foui sharne on sharne to heap is his delight. 
Vherefore the hands also doth he ofl'srnite, 
V¢hich durst Antonius' life so  lively palnt. 
Him yieiding strained ghost, froin welkin high, 
With loath3r cheer, lord Phoebus gan behold ; 
And in black cloud, they say, long hid his head. 
The Latin Muses and the Grayes they wept, 
And for his lall eternally shall weep. 
And, 1o! oheart-piercing Pitho, strange to te]l! 
VCho had to hitn sutc'd both sense and words, 
When so he spake, and drest with nectar soote 
That flowing tongue, when his windpipe disclos'd, 
Fled with her £eeing fi'iend ; and, out Mas ! 
Hath left the earth, ne will no more return. 
a lytdy, o hertpersing. 
aX 



SONGS AND SONNETS. 
Popilius flieth ther-while; and leaving there 
The senseless stock, a grisly sight doth bear 
Unto Antonius' board, with mischief fed. 

OF M. T. CICERO. 

Fo Tully late a tomb I gan prepare ; 
W'hen Cynthie, thus, bade me my labour spare : 
" Such manner things become the dead," quoth he, 
" But Tullï lires, and still alive shall be." 
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A TRUE LOVE. 

WHAT sweet relief the showers" to thirsty plants we see; 
What dear delight the blooms to bees,'" my true love is to me. 
As fresh and lusty Ver" foul winter doth exceed, 
As morning bright with scarlet sky" doth pass the e enm, s weed; 
As mellow pears above" the crabs esteemed be, 
$o doth my love surmount them ail," xvhom yet I hap to see. 
The oak shall olives bear," the lamb the lion fi'ay, 
The owl shall match the nightingale,'" in tuning of ber lay ; 
* Ere I my love let slip" out of mine entire heart, 
$o deep reposed in my breast'" is she for her desert. 
For many blessed girls," O happy ! happy land ! 
VChere Mars and Pallas strive to make" their glory most to stand. 
Yet, land, more is thy bliss," that la this cruel age 
A Venus" imp thou hast brought forth," so stedfast, and so sage. 
Among the Muses nine" a tenth if Jove would make, 
And to the Graces three, a fourth," her would Apollo take. 
Let some for honour hunt," and hoard the massy gold, 
Vith ber so I may live, and die," my x cal cannot be told. 

or. 
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TtlE LOVER TO HIS DEAR OF tIIS EXCEEDING LOVE. 

PHOEBE tssice took her horns, twice laid them by, 
I ail the while on thee could set no eye ; 
Yet do I lire: if llfe you may it call, 
VVhich only hold, my heavy heart as thrall. 
Certès for death do I fldl often pray 
To rid my woe, and pull these pangs away. 
So plains Prometh his womb no rime to fMI, 
And aye life left, had liefer he might quail. 
I err, or else  ho tbis device first round, 
By that gripes naine he cleped love unsound. 
In all the town what stceet bave 1 hot seen? 
In ail the town ver hath hot b Cary been. 
Either thy sire restrains thy free out-gare, 
O woman! worthy of far better state ; 
Or people-pester'd London likes thee nought, 
But pleasant air in quiet country sought. 
Perchance in olds our love thou dost repeat, 
And in sure place « wouldst every thing retreat. 
Forth shall I go, ne will I stay for none, 
Until I may somewhere find thee alone. 
Ther-while keep )'ou of hands and neck the hue, 
Let hot your cheeks become or black, or blue: 
Go vith well-cover'd head, for you in case 
Apollo spied, burn would he on your face. 
Daphne in grove, clad with bark of bay tree; 
Aye me ! if such a tale should rise of thee ! 
b Carie. « woldst. 
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Calisto round in woods Jove's force too fell; 
I pray you let him not like you so well. 
Heigh! how much dread '? here lurks of thieves a haunt ! 
Whoso thou beest, pray, seeker proud, avaunt! 
Acteon may teach thee Dictynna's ire ; 
Of trtlth this Goddess bath as tierce a tire. 
SVhat do I speak ? O chier part of my mind, 
Unto your ears these words no way do find ! 
SVould God, when you read this, observe I might 
Your voice, and of your countenance have sight ; 
Then for out love good hope were hOt to seek, 
I d might say with myself, she will be meek. 
Doubtless I corne, whatever town you keep, 
Or where you won, in woods, or mountains steep, 
I corne ; and if all 'pear hOt in my face, 
Myself will messenger be of my case: 
If to my prayer ail deaf you date say no, 
Straight of my death a-guilted shall you go: 
Yet in raid death this saine shall ease my heart, 
That, * Cary, thou were cause of ail the smart. 

THE LOVER ASKETH PARDON OF HIS DEAR FOR 
FLEEING FRO3[ HER. 

LOYERS, men warn the corps beloved to flee, 
From the blind tire in case they f would live free. 
Aye me! how oft have I fled thee, my I)ay! 
I flee, but love bides in my breast alway. 
Lo ! yet again, I grant, [ gan remove, 
But both I could, and can say still, I love! 

« mought,  Carie. f woldo 
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If woods I seêk, cornes to my thought Adone  
And wêll the woods do knov my heav moau ! 
In gardens if" I walk, Narcissus there 
I spy, and Hyacinths with weeping cheer. 
If meads I tread, O ! what a tire I feel ! 
In flames of love I burn fron head to heel. 
Here I behold dame Ceres' imp in flight, 
Here lie, methink, black Pluto's steeds in sight. 
Strandsg if I look upon, the nymphs I mind, 
And in mid-sea oft fervent powers I find. 
The higher that I climb in nountains wild, 
The nearer me approacheth Venus' child. 
Towns if I hauntin short, shall I ail say ? 
There sundry forms 1 view, none to my pay. 
Her favour now I note, and now her eyes, 
Her head amiss, her foot, her cheeks, her guise. 
In fine, where matter wants, defaults I fain ; 
Nhom other fair, I deem she bath some stain. 
"Vhat boots it then to flee, sith in night-tide, 
_And day-time too, my Day is at my side .9 
A shade, therefore, mayst thou be called, by right 
But shadows dark, thou, Day, art ever bright : 
Nay, rather, worldly naine is not for thee, 
Sith thou at once canst in two places be. 
Forgive me, Goddess, and become my shield ; 
Ev'n Venus to Anchise herself did yield. 
Lo ! I confess my flight : be good therefore ; 
Jove oftentimes hath pardon'd me for more. 
Next day, my Day, to you I corne my way, 
 [nd, if)'ou surfer me, due pains will pay. 
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N. VINCENT TO G. BLACKVOOD AGAINST WEDDING. 

SITH# Blackwood, you bave mind to wed a wlfe, 
I pray you tell wherefore you like that lire ? 
V(hat! that henceforth you may lire more in bliss ? 
I ara beguil'd, but you take mark amiss. 
Either your fere shall be deform'd, (and can 
You blissful be with flower of frying pari ?) 
Or else of face indifferent, (they say 
Face but indifferent will soon decay) 
Or fair, who then for many men seems fine ; 
Ne can you say, " She is all wholly mine." 
And be she chaste, if no man chance to sue, 
A sort of brats she brings, and troubles new : 
Or fruitless, will so pass long years with thee 
That scant one day shall void of brawling be. 
Hereto heap up undaunted head, stiffheart» 
And ail the rest: each spouse can tell a part. 
Leave then this way to hope for happy lire, 
Rather be your bed sole and free from strife ; 
Of blessed state if any path be here, 
It lurketh hot when women won so near. 

G. BLACKWOOD TO N. VINCENT WITH WEDDING. 

ST, Vincent, I have mind to wed a wife, 
You bid me tell wherefore I like that lire. 
Foui will I hot; fair I desire, content 
If fait me rail, with one indifferent. 
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Fair, you alledge a thousand will apply, 
But ne'er so off requir'd, she will deny. 
/Iean beauty doth soon fade, thereof plain he 
Who nothing loves in woman but her blee. 
Fruit if she bring, of fruit a joyful sight : 
If lOne, what then .9 out burden is but light. 
The rest you ming, certès, we grant be great, 
Stiff heart, undaunted head, cause soon to freat. 
But in all things in-born displeasures be ; 
Yea, pleasure we full of displeasure see. 
And marvel you, I look for good estate, 
Hereafter if a woman be my mate ? 
Oh! straight is Virtue's path, if sooth men say ; 
And likewise that I seek, straight is the way. 

THE MUSES: OF THE NINE MUSES. 

lrs of king Jove, and queen Remembrance, 1o-! &c. 
See the Songs and Sonnets. 

MUSONIUS THE PHILOSOPHER'S SAYING. 

IN working well, if travail you sustain ! &e. 
See the Songs and Sonnets. 

MARCUS CATO'S COMPARISON OF 5IAN'S LIFE WITH IRON. 

Vno would believe man's lire like iron to be.9 
But proof had been, great Cato, made by thee. 
For if long time one put this iron in ure, 
Folloss ing each day his work with busy cure, 
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With daily use, he may the metal wear, 
And both the strength and hardness eke impair. 
Again» in case his iroa he cast aside, 
And careless, long let it untouch'd abide ; 
Swithe « canker'd rust invades the metal sore, 
And ber foul teeth there fast'neth more and more. 
So man, in case his corpse be tire, and faint 
Vith labour long, his strength it shall attaint; 
But if in sluggard sloth the saine doth lie, 
That manly might will fall away and die. 
That body's strength» that force of wit remove_ 
He shall for man, a weakling woman prove. 
.Vherefore, my child» hold 'tween these twain the way, 
Neitherg with too much toil thy limbs decay; 
In idle ease nor give to vices place : 
In both who measure keeps, he hath good grace. 
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CLEOBULUS TtlE LYD[AN'S RIDDLE. 

Osv. is my Sire; my Sons, twice six they be ; 
Of Daughters, each of them begets, you see, 
Thrice ten : whereof one sort be fait of face, 
The other doth unseemly black disgrace. 
Nor this whole tout is thrall unto death-day, 
Nor worn with wasteful rime, but lire alway ; 
And yet the saine always, strange case ! do die. 
The Sire, the Daughters and the Sons destroy. 
In case you can so hard a knot unknit, 
You shall I count an OEdipus la wit. 

i sythi : ,withe. g nothet. 
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CONCERN|NG VIRG[US ENEIDS. 

B, heaven's high gift, in case revived were 
Lysip, Apelles, and Homer the great, 
The most renowm'd, and each of them sans peer, 
In graving, painting, and the poet's feat  
Yet could they not, for ail their rein divine, 
In marble, table, paper, more or less, 
VTith chisel, pencil, and with pointel fine, 
So grave, so paint, or so by style express, 
(Though they beheld of every age and land 
The fairest books, in every tongue contrived, 
To frame a fiwm, and to direct their hand) 
Of noble Prince the lively shape descrived, 
As in the famous work that Eneids hight, 
The name-kouth Virgil bath set forth in sight. 

OF MIRTH. 

A uEAvY heart ith woe'" increath every smart ; 
A mirthfitl miud in time of need" defendeth sorrow's dart. 
The sprite of quickness seems'" by dreary sadness slain ; 
By mirth a mini to lively plight'" revived is again. 
Dulour drieth up the bones ;" the sad shall soon be sick  
:Mirth tan presere the kindly health ;" mirth makes the body quick. 
Deep dumps do nought but dull," hot meet for man, but beast : 
A merr 3" heart, sage Solomon'" counts his continual feast. 
Sad sou| belote th.v rime" brings thee unto death's door ; 
That fond conditions have bereft," late da 3, cannot restore. 
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As when the covered heaven" shows forth a low'rlng face, 
Fair Titan with his leam of light'" returns a goodly grace ; 
So when our burdened breast'" is helm'd with cloudy thought, 
A pleasant ca|m throughout the corpse," by cheerful heart is brought. 
Enjoy we then our joys," and in the Lord rejoice ! 
Faith making fast eternal joy," ofjoys while we bave choice. 
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TO LADY J. S. 

CnARIs the fourth, Pieris the tenth,'" the second Cypris, Jane, 
One to assemblies three adjoined," whom Phoebus fere, Diane, 
Among the Nymphs Oreades'" might well vouchsafe to place. 
But you as great a Goddess serve :" the Queen's most noble grace. 
Ail hall! and while like Terpsichor," much melody )'ou make, 
SVhich if the field, as doth the court," enjoy'd, the trees would shake. 
V(hile Latin )'ou and French tYequent,'" while English raies you tell, 
Italian whiles and Spanish you'" do hear, and know full well ; 
Amid such peers and solemn sights," in case convenient time 
You can, gond Lady, spare to read'" a rural poet's rime ; 
Take here his simple saws in brief," wherein no need to mo'e 
Your Ladyship, but thus, lo ! speaks'" th' abundance nf hi love. 
The worthy feats that now so much" set forth your noble naine, 
So ha e in ure they sfill increas'd," may more increase your faine. 
For though divine your doings be," yet thews with years may grow j 
And if you stay, straight now a-days'" fi'esh 'its will overgo. 
SVherefore the glory got maintain," maintain the honour great ; 
So shall the world my doom approve," and set you in that seat 
SVhere Graces, Muses, and Jove's imD," the joyful Venus, reign ; 
So shall the bachelor blessed be," can such a Nymph obtain. 
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TO M ISTRESS D. A. 

,'rHAT cause, what reason moveth me?" what fancy fills my brains? 
That you I mind of vlrgins ail" whom Britain's soli sustains: 
Both when to lady Mnemosyne's" dear daughters I re.sort, 
And eke wheu I the season slow" deceive with glad disport. 
V(hat fiwce, what power have you so great ?" whatcharms bave you late found 
To pluck, to draw, to ravish hearts," and stir out of their stound ? 
To you, I trow, 3ove's datghter bath" the lovely girdle lent, 
Tha! Cestus hight, wherein there be" ail manner graces blent. 
Alhn'ements of conceits, of words'" the p|easurable taste, 
That saine I guess bath she given you," and girt about your waist, 
Bes«t with suit h of precious pearl," as bright as sunny day : 
But what ! I ana beguil'd and gone," I ween, out of the wav. 
These causes, io ! do not so much'" present your image prest, 
That will l, will I, night and day" you lodge within this breast ; 
Those girls of your right worthy mind," those golden girls of mind, 
Of my fa.t fixed fal|cy form" first moving cause I find. 
Love of the one, and threefold power," faith sacred, sound, sincere ; 
A modest maiden's mood ; an heart" from cloud of envy clear; 
,Vit, fed with Pallas' food divine ;" will, led with lovely lofe ; 
lIemory, containiug levons great" of ladies rive and foui'; 
,Vords, sweeter than the sugar sweet," with heavenly nectar dress'd ; 
lqothlng but comel can they carp;" and wouders well express'd. 
Such damsels did the ancient world" for poets' pens suffice, 
Which now a-days well nigh as rare" as ports fine arise. 
Wherefore by gracious gifts of God," )'ou more than thrice y-blest ; 
And I, weil blest myself suppose," whom chastefid love impress'd 
h sure. 



NICHOLAS GRIMOALD. 

In friendship's lace, with such a lass" doth knit, and fast combine. 
Which lace no thr¢at'ning fortune shall," no length of rime untwine. 
And I that day with gem snow-white" will nlark, and eke depaint 
With princely pen, which, Audley, first" gan me with you acquaint. 
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OF MISTRESS D. A. 

.St:aTS of nymphs that ancient poets show 
re hot so couth as hers, whose present face, 
ore than my muse, may cause the world to know 
nature nobly given, of worthy race, 
o trained up as honour did bestow. 
yllene in sugar'd speech gave her a grace; 

E xcel in song, Apollo marie his dear ; 
N o finger feat Minerve hid from ber sight ; 
E xpress'd in look she hath so sovereign cheer 

A s Cypris  once breath'd on the Spartan bright. 
,V if, wisdom, will, word, work, and all, I ween, 
D are no man's pen presume to paint outright. 
L o ! klustre and ]ight, which if old rime had seen, 
E nthroned shine she should with Goddess Fame. 
Y ield, Envy, these due praises to this Dame. 

A NEW YEAR'S GIFT TO THE LADY M. S. 

Now flaming Phoebus passing through" his heavenly region high, 
The utt'rest Ethlopian folk'" with fervent beams doth fry ; 
And with the sun the year also" his secret race doth tan, 
And Janus with his double face" hath it again begun. 

i Cyprian : C.y'ris. k luyster. 
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O Thou ! that art the head of ail," whom  months and years obey, 
At whose command be both the stars," and surges of the sea; 
By power divine now prosper us" this year with good succe.ss! 
This well to lead, and rnany mo," us with thy favour bless. 
Grant with sound soul, in body sound," that here we daily go, 
And after in that country lire," s, hence banish'd is ail woe. 
Where hunger, thirst, and sorry age," and sickness may hot mell ; 
No sense perceives, no heart bethinks," the joys that there do dwell. 

ANOTHER TO LADY 31. S. 

So happy be the course of your long life, 
So run the à'ear into his eircle rife, 
That nothing hinder your well-meaning mind : 
Sharp wit may you, remembrance ready find, 
Perfect intelligence, ail ilelp at hand, 
Still stay'd your thought in fi'uitful studies stand. 
Itead fi'amed thus may th' other parts well ri'ame 
Divine demeanour win a noble lmme 
By paysed doom, with leisure and good beed, 
By upright dole, and much-availig deed, 
B b" heart untbirl'd, by undiscomfit cheer, 
And breast dischavged quite of coward fear ; 
By sober mood, and order's comely rate, 
In weal and voe by holding one estate ; 
And, to that beauty's grace Kind bath you lent, 
Of body's heaith a m perfect plight be blent. 
Dame Fortane's girls may so stand you in stead, 
That well and wealfully your lire be led, 
And H ho gives tllese graces, hOt in vain, 
Direct your deeds, his honour to maintain. 
t mooneths, tri petfite. 
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TO LADY Ix. S. 

To you, Madàme, l wish both now," and eke from year to year, 
Strength with Debore, with Judith faith," with Maudlin zeal, Ann's chere; 
With blessed Mary modest mood," like Sibyl life full long; 
A mind with Sacred r Spirit inspired," wit fresh, and body strong. 
And when of your fore "pointed rate" you have outrun the race, 
Among' ail these in Jove's high reign" of blisses have a place. 

TO LADY E. S. 

As this first àay of Janus, youth" restores unto the year, 
So be your mind in courage good" revived, and hearty chere ; 
And as dame Tellus lab'reth now" her fruits conceived to breed, 
Right so of your most forward wit" may great avail proceed. 
So lucky be the year, the t months," the weeks, the days, the hours, 
That them with long recourse you may" enjoy in blissful bow'rs. 

TO MISTRESS D. A. 

Gotç.ogs attire, by art ruade trim and clean, 
Chain, bracelet, pearl, or gem of Indian river, 
To you I nil, ne can, good Damascene, 
This rime of Janus' Calends here deliver. 
But what ! my heart, which though long since certain 
Your own it was, aye present at your best, 
Yet here itself doth it resign again, 
Within these numbers clos'd. Where think you best 
r sprite. . Emong. t mooneths. 
2Z 
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This to repose.9 There, I suppose, where free 
Minerve you place : for it hath you embrac'd 
As th' Heliconian nymphs, with whom even he 
That burns u for some, Apollo, liveth chaste. 
Presents in case by rareness you esteem, 
O, Lord ! how great a gift shall this then seem. 

TO MISTRESS S. H. 

To you this present yoar full fair'" and fortunable fMI, 
Returning now to his prime part," and good luck therewithal : 
blay it proceed, and end, and oft'" return, to glad your heart, 
O ! Susan, vhom among my friends" I count by your desert. 
Joy may your heavenly sprite endure," fresh wit, in that fine brain 
Your knowledge of good thiugs increase,'" your body safe remain. 
A body of such shape as sheweth'" a worthy wight by kind ; 
A closet fit for to contain'" the vioEues of that mind. 
SVhat sha|l I yet moreover add ?" God grant with pleasant mate 
A pleasant life 'ou lead: well may'" that man rejoice his fate. 

TO HIS FAMILIAR FR[END. 

No image carved with cunning hand," no c|oth of purple dye, 
No precious weight of metal bright," no silver plate give I. 
Such gear allures not heavenly hearts ;" such gifts, no grace they bring : 
I, lo ! that know your mind will senti" none such ! what then .9 nothing. 

u bure : /,urns. 
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DESCRIPTION OF VIRTUE. 

WHhT one art thou, thus in torn weed y-clad? 
See, Songs and Sonnets. 

PRAISE OF MEASURE KEEPING. 

THE ancient time commended hot for nought. 
See, Songs and Sonnets. 

MAN'S LIFE AFTER POSSIDONIUS, OR CRATES. 

WHAT path list you to tread ? what trade will you assay? 
See, Songs and Sonnets. 

METRODORUS' MIND TO THE CONTRARY. 

,VHAa" race of lire run you ? what trade will you assay? 
t See, Songs and Sonnets. 

OF LAWS. 

,'n.N princes' laws, with reverend right," do keep the commons under, 
As meek as lambs they do their charge," and scatter hot asunder. 
But if they raise their heads aloft," and law her bridle slake, 
Then like a tiger fell they fare,'" and lust for law they take. 
Where water doth prevail, and tire," no mercy they express ; 
But yet the rage of that rude rout,'" is much more merciless. 



356 APPEI DI X. 

OF FRIENDSHIP. 

O all the heavenly gifts that mortal men commend. 
See, Songs and Sonnets. 

THE GARDEN. 

Tn- issue of great Jove," draw near, you Muses nine ! 
Help us to praise the blissful plot" of garden ground so fine. 
The garden gives good food," and aid for leches cure ; 
The garden full of great delight,'" his master doth allure. 
Sweet salad herbs be here," and herbs of every kind ; 
The ruddy grapes, the seemly fi'uits," be here at hand to find. 
Here pleasance wanteth not" to make a man full fain ; 
Here marvellous the mixture is," of solace and of gain. 
To water sundry seeds,'" the furrow by the way 
A running river trilling down" with liquor can convey. 
Behold ! with lively hue fair flowers'" that shine so bright, 
With riches, like the orient geins,'" they paint the mould in sight. 
Bees humming with soft sound," their murmur is so small, 
Of blooms and blossoms suck the top%" on dewed leaves they fa[l. 
The creeping vine ho]ds down'" her own be-wedded elms» 
And wand'ring out with branches thick,'" reeds folded overwhelms. 
Trees spread their coverts wide" with shadows fresh and gay, 
Full well their branched boughs defend'" the fervent sun away. 
Birds chatter, and some chirp," and some sweet tunes do yield ; 
All mirthful with their songs, so blithe'" they make both air and field. 



NICHOLAS GR[MOALD. 

The garden it allures," it feeds, it glads the sprite ; 
From heavy hearts ail doleful dumps" the garden chaseth quite. 
Strength it restores to limbs," draws and fulfils the sight ; 
With cheer revives the senses ail," and maketh labour light. 
O ! what delights to us" the garden ground doth bring ! 
Seed, leaf, flow'r, fruit, herb, bee, and tree,'" and more than I may sing. 

AN EPITAPH OF SIR JAMES WILFORD, KI'<IGHT. 

Tu v. worthy V(ilford's body, which alive 
Made both the Scot and Frenchman sore a-drad ; 
A body, shaped of stomach stout, to strive 
Vith foreign foes ; a corpse that courage had 
So full of force, the like no where was rire ; 
SVith heart, as fi-ee as ere had gentle knight, 
Now here in grave (thus changeth aye this life) 
Rests, with unrest to many a woful wight ! 
Of largess great, of manhood, of tbrecast 
Can each good English soldier bear record. 
Speak Laundersey, tell Muttrel, marvels past ; 
Cry Musselborough, praise, Haddington, thy lord, 
From thee that hel4 both Scots, anti freaks of France 
Farewell [ may England say ; " Hard is my chance." 

ANOTHER OF THE SAME KNIGHT'S DEATH. 

Fort Vïlford wept first men ; then air a|so : 
For Wilford felt the waters wayful woe. 
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The men so wept, that books abroad which be 
Of mourning metres full, a man may see. 
So wail'd the air, that clouds consum'd remain'd ; 
1o drops, but drouth the parched earth sustain'd. 
So greted flood», that where there rode before 
A ship, a car may go, safe on the shore. 
Left were no  more but heaven and earth, to make 
Thoughout the world this grief his rigour take. 
But since the heaven this Vilford's host doth keep, 
And earth his corpse, say me ! why should they weep ? 

AN EI'ITAI'It OF THE LADY MARGARET LEE, 1555. 

MAN by a wonmn learn'" this iife what we may call! 
Blood, fi'iendship, beauty, youth, attire," wealth, wo'ship, health and ail, 
Take not fol" thine ; nor yet'" thyself as thine be-know ; 
Fol" having these, with full great praise,'" this Lady did but show 
Herself unto the world ;'" and in prime years, beware ! 
Sleeps : doleful sister, who is wont'" for no respect to spare, 
Alas ! withdrew her hence,'" or rather softly led, 
Fol" with good-will, I date well say,'" her way to i she sped, 
,Vho claimed that he bought," and took that erst he gave ; 
5lofe meet than any worldly wight'" such heavenly gems to have. 
Now y would she not return,'" in ea'th a queen to dwell: 
As she hath done to you. good friend," bid Lady Lee, "Farewell." 

x m0. )' w01d. 
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UI'ON THE TOMB OF A. W. 

Mrtno. of matrons, flower of spouse-like love ! 
Of fait brood fruitfid nurse, poor people's stay, 
Neighbours' delight, true heart to HM above, 
In yiehling worlds increase took her decay ; 
VCho printed lires yet in our hearts alway : 
XVhose closet of good thews laid here a space, 
Shall shortly with the soul in heaven bave place. 

UPON THE DECEASE OF W. CHA*IBERS. 

Now, blithe Thaley, thy feastful ]ays lay by, 
And to resound these doleful tunes apply. 
Cause of great grief the tyrant death imports, 
XVhose ugsome idol to my brains resorts. 
A graceful imp, a flower of youth, away 
Hath he  bereft, Mas! before his day. 
Chambers! this lîfe to leave, and thy dear mates, 
So soon do thee constrain envious rates.9 
Oh ! with that wit, those manners, that good heart, 
XVorthy to lire old N-estor's years thou wert [ 
You wanted outward eyes, and yet aright 
In stories, poets, orators, had sight ; 
What-so you heard by lively voice express'd, 
Was soon repos'd within that mindful breast. 
To me more pleasant Plautus never was, 
Than those conceits that from your mouth did pass. 

z sh¢: 
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Oor study-mates great hope did hold alway, 
You a would be out school's ornament one day. 
Your parents then, that thus bave you forgone, 
Your brethren eke must make their heavy moan ; 
Your ]oving feres cannot their tears restrain : 
But I belote them ail bave couse fo plain, 
XVho in pure love wos so conjoined with thee, 
Another Grimald didst thou seem to be! 
Ah, Lord ! how oft wish'd you with ail your heart. 
That us llO chance asunder might depart! 
Happy were I, if this your proyer took ploce; 
Aye, me ! t|mt it doth cruel death deface ! 
Ah, Lord ! how oft your sweet words [ repeat, 
And in my mind your wonted life retreat! 
O, Chambers! O, thy Grimold's mate most dear, 
çhy hath fe|l rate ta'en thee» and left him here ? 
But whereto these complaints in vain make we ! 
Such words in winds to waste what moveth me .9 
Thou ho|d'st the haven of health with blissful Jove: 
Through many waves and seas yet must I rove, 
Not worthy I so soon with thee to go : 
M e still my fores retain, be-wrapp'd in woe. 
Lire ! out comimnion once, now lire for aye ! 
Heaven's joys enjoy, whi|e we die day by day. 
You, that of faith so sure signs here express'd» 
Do triumph now, no doubt, among the bless'd ! 
Have changed sea, for port ; darkness, for light ; 
An inn, for home ; exile» for country right; 
Travail, for test; strange way, for city glad ; 
Battle, for peace; free reign, for bondage bad. 

a wold. 
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These wretched earthly stounds, who can compare 
To heavenly seats, and those delights most rare. 9 
'e frail, ),ou firm ; we with great trouble toss'd, 
You bathe in bliss, that never shall be lost. 
Wherefore, Thaley, renew thy feastful lays. 
Her doleful tunes my cheered Muse now stays. 

OF N. CH. 

rnv, Nicholas, why dost thou make such haste 
After thy brother? SVhy goest thou so ? To taste 
Of changed life with hitn the better state? 
Better ? yea, best of ail that thought can rate. 
Or did the dread of wretched world drive thee, 
Lest thou this after fall should hap to see? 
1Mavortian moods, Saturnian furles fell, 
Of tragical turmoils the heinous hell. 
O-" whose good thews in brief cannot be told, 
The heartiest mate that e'er trod the mould, 
If out "" Farewell," that here lire in distress, 
Avail ; " Farewell !" the test tears do suppress. 

A FUNERAL SONG UPON THE DECEASE OF ANNES, 
HIS MOTHER. 

Y.. ! and a good cause why thus should I plain 
For what is he can quietly sustain 
So great a grief with mouth as still as stone? 
1My love, my lire ofjoy, myjewel is gone. 
A 
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This hearty zeal, if any ,vight disprove 
As woman's work, whom feeble mind doth more; 
He neither knows the mlghty lgature's laws» 
lqor touching elder's deeds bath seen old saws. 
Martius to vanquish Rome was set on tire» 
But vanquish'd fell at mother's boon his ire. 
Into Hesperian land Sertorius fled, 
Of parent aye chief tare had in his head. 
I)ear weight on shoulders Sicil brethren bore, 
Vhile 2tna's giant spouted flames ful| sore. 
lqot more of Tyndar's imps hath Sparta spoke, 
Than Arge of charged necks with parent's 3"oke. 
Nor only them thus did foretime intreat; 
Then was the nurse also in honour great. 
Cajet, the Phrygian from amid fire-flame 
llescued, who gave to Latin stronds the name. 
Acca, in double sense Lupa y-cleped, 
In Roman calendars a feast bath heaped. 
His ('apra Je,ve among the stars bath pight 
In welkin clear, yet, lo! she s]fineth bright. 
l[yades as gratefully Lyoe did place, 
,Vhom iii prime-tide supports the bull's fair face. 
_Aud shouhl hot I express rny inward woe, 
When you, most ]oving data, so soon henee go? 
I iii your fl'uitful womb conceived, born was 
While wandering moon ten mouths did overpass. 
Me, brought to light, your tender arms sustain'd, 
And with m b, lips your milky paps I strain'd. 
You me embraced; in bosom soft you me 
Cherished, as I your only cbild had b !  
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Of issue fait, with numbers were you blest, 
Yet I the best beloved of a|| tbe test. 
Good luck certain fi»re-readiJg mothers bave; 
/nd you of me a special judgment gave. 
That when firm pace I fixed on t|m ground, 
'hen tongue gan ce.se to break the lisping 
You me straightvay did to the Muses send, 
Ne suffered long a loitering lire to spend. 
What gain the wool, wha[ gain the wed had brought, 
|t was his meed tht me there dai|y taught. 
SVhen with Minerve I had acquaint.nce won, 
/nd Phoebus seem'd to love me as his son, 
Brownshold I bade, at parents' best, farewell 
And gladly there in schools I gan to dwell 
$hee Granta giçes the Ldies nine such place, 
That they reoice to see their blissftfl case. 
ith joys at heart in this Parnasse I bode, 
,hile through his signs rive times great Titan glode; 
And twice as long by that fair ford, whereas 
Swan-feeder Thames no fm'ther course can pass. 
O! what desire had you therewhile of me! 
Mid doubtful dreads what joys were wont tobe 
Now linen clothes, wrought with those fingers fine, 
Now other things ofyour's did )'ou make mine; 
Till your last threads gala Ciotho to untwine» 
And of your days the date extreme assign. 
Hearing the chance, your neighbours ruade such moan» 
., dear-worth dame they thought their comfort gone. 
Kinswomen wept ; your charge, the maidens» wept; 
Your daughters wept, whom )'ou so well had kept. 

363 
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]hlt ny good sire gave with sort words relief, 
And e|oaks with outward cheer his inward grief 
Lest by his care your sickness should augment, 
And o, his case your thoughtful heart be bent. 
You hot forgetting b'et a mother's mood, 
Vhen at the door dart-thirling death there stood, 
Did say; "Adieu, dear spouse, my race is run 
" ,Vhereso he be, I have left you a son !" 
And Nicholas you nain'd, aud nam'd again, 
,Vith other speech, aspiring heavenly reign, 
,Vhen, into ail" your sprite departe¢l fled, 
And left the co pse a-cohl in lukewarm bed. 
Ah! couhl you thus dear mother ]eave us all? 
Now shouhl 3-ou lire, that yet belote your rail 
JMy songs you might have sung; bave heard my t oice, 
And in commodities ofyour own rejoice. 
ly sisters, yet unwedded, vho shall guide? 
XVith whose good lessons shall they be app|ied ? 
ltave, Mother, monuments of out sore smart» 
_'No cosly omb arear'«l with curious art, 
Nor Mausolean mass huug in the ail', 
Nor lofty steeples that w'ill once al»pair; 
But wayful verse, and doleful so»g accept. 
By verse the names of ancient peers be kept  
By verse lires Hercules, by verse Achil ; 
ltector, Enè, by verse be famous still. 
Such former years, such Death hath chanced thee; 
Clos'd with good end, good life is wont to be. 
But now, my sacred parent, fare you well, 
Go» shall cause us again together dwell, 
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Vhat time this universal globe shaII hear ) 
Of the last tromp lle ri»gh|g voice: great fear 
To some ; to such as 3ou, a hearenly cheer. 
Till then repos'd, test )'ou in gentle sleep; 

,Vhile Hz, to whom you are bequeath'd, Sou keep. 

I.-PON THE DEATH OF THE LORD MAUTRAVERS, OUT OF 
DOCI'OR HADI)ON'S LATIN. 

Trv. noble ltenry, he, that was' the Lord of Mautravers named, 
Helr to the bouse of rb' Arundels" so lo»g a lime now famed 
(,Vho ri'oto Fitz-Aians doth recount'" descent of worthy race : 
Fi/z-Alans, Earls of high estate," luet of a goodly gra.ce) 
,Vhom Iris renowned tather had" seen flouri»h and excel 
In arm, in arts» in wit, in skill," in speaklng wonders well : 
\Vhose years to limely virtue had,'" and manl S gra eness "raught, 
V'ith sudden ruin is downfali'n" and into ashes bronght : 
\Vhile glory his courageous heart'" enflames 1o travail great, 
And in his youthful breast there reigus" ait over-ferveut heat 
The peerless priucess Mary, Queen," her message to present» 
This  Briton lord as one most meet" fo Çoesar's brotber sent. 
OJ coursing steeds he  rides the way," in ship he fleeteth fast, 
To royal Coesar's court he cornes," the pains and perils past. 
His charge enj,fin'd performeth he,'" altain'd cxceediug praise, 
His naine and faine so fully spread," it dures foi" ai'ter days. 
But, 1o! a fervent lever doth" amid his triunwhs 
And with heart-griping grief consumes" bis tender iimbs, and all. 
O ruefld youth ! thy health too far" forgot, and too much heed 
To country and to parent given»" why makest thou such speed 

a caught: rauht, b Britan. c rids. 
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O stay your.self! your country so" to serve doth rigbt require, 
That often serve you may, and then" at length succeed your sire. 
But thee, perchance, it likes thy lire'" the price of praise to pay, 
IX'or death dost dread, where honour shines" as bright as sunny day. 
Certes ! no greater glory could'" than this to thee betide, 
Though Jove six hundred years had ruade" thy fatal thread abide. 
Of journeys and  of travails huge," the cause thy country was; 
Thy funeral to honour fbrth'" great Coesar's court gan pass. 
And thus, O thus, good Lord! this imp" of heaven most worthy wight, 
ltis happy life with blissful death" concluded hath aright. 
"¢'hen lu fourth year queen Mary's reign" proceeded, and what day 
Tas last of July month,  the saine" his last took him away. 
From years twice ten ifyou in count" will but one year abate, 
The very age theu shall you find'" of Lord Mautravers' fate. 
Likewise was Titus Coesar hence" withdrawn in his prime years  
Likewise the young prince Edward went," and divers other peers. 
Father, forbear thy woful tears !" cease Egland to lainent ! 
Fates favour none; the enemy death'" to ail alike is bent. 
The only mean that now r«mains" with eloquence full film, 
llath Sh«lley used in setting forth'" this baron's naine divile. 
Youv Haddon eke who erst in your" iife-time bore you good heart, 
Presentelh you this monument" of wonted zeal some part. 
But now farewell, of English youth" most chosen gem, farewell ! 
A worthier wight save Edward did" in England never dweli. 

I'PON TttE SAID LORD MAUTRAVERS' DEATH. 

[ETHOUGHT of late when Lord Mautravers died, 
Our Common-weal, thus, by herselfshe cried: 
" Oft have I wept for mine, so laid asleep, 
" Yet never had I juster cause to weep !" 
 of. 1 moneth. 
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THE DEATH OF ZOROAS, AN EGYPTIAN ASTRONOMER, 
IN THE FIRST FIGHT THAT ALEXANDER HAD 
SVITH THE I'ERSIANS. 
Now clatt'ring arms, now raging broils of war. 
See, Songs and Sonnets. 

MARCUS TULLIUS C[CERO'S DEATII. 

Tttv.IEFORV. when restless rage of wind and wave. 

See, Songs and Sonnets. 

OF M. T. CICERO. 

Foa Tully late a tomb I gan prepare. 
See, Songs and Sonnets. 

FINIS. 
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them ail. i. 7, that sert'e at ail as- 
sayes. I. 34, ber loeely |oke. |. 45, 
plo,ged ara I. 
1564 2, m'hy shew 1 hot my pain. l. 2.% 
so could I force, i. 6, themself. 
1. 37, tbat ruetk, l. 41, ]ut whtn. 
l. 44, thus loyers trye their knot. 
I. 57, my dedly corp,e. I. 58, she 
kept. 
1567 2, Why shew I hot. l. 25, so could I 
force, l. 37, that rueth. I 44, the 
more desyre: thus loyers trie their 
knot. ]. 50, that al'ter weai. l. 5'2, 
the double. |. 57, my dedly eorpse. 
1. 8, she kept. 
1574 2, why shew I hot. !. 9, so doth con- 
train. I. 25, so could I force, i. 37, 
that rueth ail my ret. l. 41, But 
u'hen. I. 44, the more d«stlre: thus 
loyers trie their knot. I. -i6, As in 
the ship. l. 50, that afier weal. I. 57, 
my dedly eorpse. 1.58, she kept. 
XXXI. Page 40. 
I st 4 ° 3, The richesse left. 
1567 
} 15, Content tiyselfwilh thine cslale. 
! 574 
XXXII. Page 40. 
1 st 4 ° 10, fallen turrets steep. 
1574 6, advsedly bath his home. 
XX..Xlll. Page 41. 
1, Persie. I. 2, I. Asie. i.5, worthy 
selaulchre. 
1, Persie. 1.5. worthy selul«hre. 
XXXIV. Page 42. 
I st 4 ° 8, Wepe em'ious tears. 

1564 
567 
1574 



VARIOUS READIlqGS. 

1564 I, ttedeath, l. 13, vaporedeyes. 
1567 12. the corpse. 
1574 3, with hate bath swo]n. ] 6, trie 
guiltless blood. !. 1, the corpe. 
XXXV. Page 43. 
I st 4 ° 7, But when to the heavens. 
1564 7, But when to the heavens. 
1574 , en«reasrth by disdain. 1. °7, But 
z'hen to the heavens. 

156 

1574 

15t4 o 
15Ô4} , enemy 
1567 log. 
1574 

XXXV]. Page 44. 
I st 4 ° . .Title, "' A prayse of Sir ThomasV!ate 
th' elder for his excellent learniug. ' 
1564 ) 
1567  4, their temple. |. 7, clef erre. 
1574 
XXXVII. Page 45. 
Ail the 4 °s, l. 9, who scace. 
1564 2, Jïlthy lusts, l. 9, who scace, 
 574 I, Thassyri«ns kin o. 

XXXVIII. Page 45. 
Line. 
7, with paies opprest. 
1, layed in. I. 4, that now I slghtm 
cause of thoughts. |. t6, worn to 
thin. !, 19, The white and hoarish 
hairs. 
4, that now I sightause ofthoughts, 
1. 19, The white and hoarish hairs the 
messeng er of ag e. 
4, That now | dht--as cause o! 
thoughts did fise. L 12, withpaine# 
phprest. l. lô, worn to rhin. I. 19, 
e white--the mesenger of age. 
XXXIX. Page 46. 
XL. Page 47. 
XLI Page 47. 
13, IVherein I ara now. 
to mine ease. 1.11, w«nder¢d 

1564 
1567 

1576 

1567 
1574J 

I st 4 ° 

! st 4 ° 

1564 
1567 
1574J 

SIR THOMAS WYATT. 

XLll. Page 51. 
!, The one long love. 
1, The one long love that in me thought. 
!. 4, diplateth his banner. 
1, "rhe one long love. 1.4, displaieth 
his banner. 1.9, totheharte forte»t. 

XLIII. Page 52. 
4, and tears contin«ally. 
out doing grief. 

1. I0, with- 

XLIV Page 52. 
7, Of m!WIost years. 

XLV. Page 53. 
I 0, and erryng here and there. 

XLVI. Page 53. 
5, SoJt«eth. 
5, SoJiy«th. 1. 8, la«king my liberty. 
I. 1% his cloudy look. 

1567 "L 
1574J 

1564 
567 } 
1574 

1 st 4 ° 
15t/î J 
1574 

XLVlI. Page 
XLVII1. Page 
XLIX Page 
L. Page 56. 
9, so chanced me. 
LI. Page 56. 
9, that lame men most. 
LII. Page 
LIII. Page 58. 
6, thou standest like one afraid. 
6, thou standst like one afraid. 
l, Because I keep thee. l. 6, thou 
aanae,'t like one afraid. 



VARIOUS READINGS. 

LIV. Page 58. 
I.ine 
lSt4° 4 (See note on the place), l. 11, and 
thus I hate myself. 
1576 10, yet I askt for heahh. 

LV. Page 59. 

1 t 4 ° 5 (See note on the place), i. 1¢, that 
tead me. 
1564 8, And endlesswind. 11, tP'retched 
with error. 
1567 9, rain of tear. !. ! I, ]fçetchedvith. 
l. 1`2, that lead me. 
1574 8, And endlesse. !. 9, rain of tcare. 
|. 11, If'retched with error, i. 1, 
that lead me. 

1.5, under 

LVI. Page 59. 
I st 4 ° ..Title, Ofdouteous love. 
this guise. 
1564 4, worldly paradise. 

LVII. Page 60. 

LVIII. Page 61. 
1567  .. Title, " The Lady, to answer directly 
1576  with yea or no." 

1st 40 
1564 
1567 
1574 

LIX. Page 61. 

LX. Page 6¢. 
1, The u'andring gadling. 
8, that would bave rny place. 
LXI. Page 

1564 
1567 
1574 

1564 
1567 
1574J 

LXII. Page 63. 

LXIII. Page 63. 
19, xNayfor in faith. 

fhere I 

LXIV. Page 64. 
7, frhere I seek. 
6, yet doth remain, l. 7, 
seek. 1. 16, Or else is. 

373 
LXV. Page 65. 
L'ne 
I st 4 ° I, spite oft.h hap. 
1504  17, cruel wites. I. 18, IFenning to 
1567  iower. !. °0, would bave me wrapt. 
1574 l. )8, IFenning rg lower. 1. 0, would 
bave wrapt. 

1574 

LXVI. Page 66. 
4, Finsh my. 1. 10, Glad ,s he gone. 

LXVII. Page 66. 
1564 5, rememl, er. 1.9, nor theat ofsun. 
1574 9, IN'or theat ofsun. 

1574 

LXVIII. Page 67. 
6, when he bath tane a course. 

I st 4 ° 

LXIX. Page 68. 
42, hath turned. 1. 43, thorou«h di- 
vers regions. 1.47, Lal'orouspains. 
1.89, by much nurture. 1.90, and 
honour did bring them above. I. 114, 
drawen. 1. 1Iii» overthrowen. 1. 117, 

1564 1, Mine old dear enmy. 1 47, iabor. 
ous pains. I. 55. And hot they this. 
1.69, That noy doth me. 1.71, Mine 
adeersare. 1.7'2, tother part. 1.76, 
and make. l. 84, a dastard, l. 114, 
drawen, l. 116, overthrowa. 1.1,36, 
That gave him ber. 
1567 1, Mine old dear enemy. I. Cô, mind 
erased. 1.42, bath turned. 1. 47, 
laborous pains. 1.55, And hot they 
this. 1.71, Mine udversarie. I. 7, 
tother part. 1.76, rnake a elattering 
knight, l. 84, a dastard, l. 114, 
drawen. 1. 116, overthrowen. ]. 117» 
gnawen, l. 136, That gave him ber. 
1574 1, Mineold dear eaemy. 1. 6, mind 
erased, l. 4 °, hath turned. 1. 47, 
laborous pains. 1. 7`2, tother part. 
!. 76, make a elattering knight. 1.84, 
a dastard. I. 116, orerthrowen, l. 136» 
That gave him ,er. 

 The 2 40 is imperfect ftom fol.'2"2 rg fol. £,, ftom the 3« line of lq" 54 rg llne 11 of lqo 68. 



74 

154 
1507 
1574 

1567 
1574 

1564 
1567 
1574 

1564 
1567 
1574 

I sg 40 
1564 
1507 
1574 

567 
1574 

1564 
1567 
1574 

15ô7 

VARIOUS 

LXX. Page 73. 
L,ne 

30, Perchance or it be long. 

LXXI. Page 75. 
3, Such sigh. 
'2, whcre shall I set. 1.3, Such sigh. 
1. 13, //ow to lUO,e. 

LXXII. Page 77- 
LXXIll- Page 77. 
LXX1 V. Page 77- 

,5, and little there she dreadeth. 

LXXV. Page 78. 
I, ],Vithin the trap. 

LXXVI. Page 79- 
8, meashed in the breers. 
5, is l'oth sprong. 
5, is both sprong. 
5, is both sprong. 1.7, 
labour. 

And ail this 

LXXVII. Page 79- 
6, after the storm. 

LXXVllI. Page 79- 
LXX1X. Page 80. 
LXXX. Page 80. 
LXXX1. Page 81. 

9, Ofgentle mind. 
4, faultles to disclose. 

LXXXII. Page 81. 
13, Ye shall hot nature, l. 15, Vhom 
as unknowen. 

LXXXIII. Page 83. 
.'26, to wray your woe. 1. 7, ner the 
narre: (the other edit. nere, or, neare 
the narre.) 

READINGS. 
LXXXIV. Page 84. 
Line 
I st 4 ° 6, _Nor think. 1.20, ne for no new. 

LXXXV. Page 85. 
1567  7, .my swelling pains, l. 19, hand of 
1574J pain. 
LXXXVI. Page 86. 
I st 4 °1, ]ferer man : (ail the otheredltions, 
If ever. man.) 1. 1, thatJurdercd. 
1. 16, to my comfort. 1. 37, 8ith 
Fortunes. 
3" 4" 17, Sith Fortunes. 
1.507 30, pleasant looke. 

LXXXVII. Page 88. 
1574 ..Title, " that hathgiven." 

LXXXVIII. Page 89- 

i et 4 ° 3, Ainsi chaind. I. 5, in thy thought. 
2 « &_ 3, Ainst chainde. 1. ,5, then thy 
3' 4" f thought. 
1564 4, yelding things. |. 5, then by thou_ht. 
1567 2, snakes hath time. 1. 4, yelaing 
things. 1. 5, then l T thought. 
1577 2, snakes bath time. 1. 4, elding 
things. 

LXXXIX. Page 
1st 
and }. 1, The enm v of lire. 
1574 1, The enemy fo lire. 

XC. Page 90. 
I st 4 ° °5, Fortune hath kept herprornise. 
1574 15, shewed herself. 1.16, wonderously. 

1574 

XCI. Page 91 . 
XCII. Page 93. 
o, so wondrous a fashion. 

1  4  
564 
1567 
1574 

XCIII. Page 94. 
4, out of his proper place. 1. ô, Di- 
rectly down into. 
10, thatflyeth. 
10, thatflieth. 
10, thatflieth." 1. 4, I may notfleade. 



1567 
1574 
lt 4o 
1567 
1574J 
1st 4 ° 
1567 J 
! 574 
1st 4 ° 
1564 
1507 
1574 
1567  
1574J 
I q o 
 o 
567  
1574 » 

1 .»64  
15î-t 

1 t 4 ° 

VARIOUS 

XCI V. Page 94. 
Line 
4, Vhy doesz thou stick. 
4, Why doest thou--thou raade sore. 
4, thou ruade. 
XCV. Page 95. 
XCVI. P.qge 97- 
XCVII. Page 97. 
6, The tress also. 
.. Title, A Prescription of sueh a one. 
XCVII1. Page 97- 
 .Title, " |low unl, ossible it is to find 
quiet in his love." 
3 and 4, That love, or wait it alilce doth 
me payne, 
.4t, d Tygre like so swift il is in 
partt»g. 
8, tke ber lodging. 
..Title, " to find quietnesse in love." 
XçlX. Page 98. 
7, Burncth and pluyneth as one that 
siidam 
8, Liveth in rest; still in displeasure. 
9, thry flete and pass. 
2, and that once bath bene. 1.5, for- 
tune is depriver. 
, and thal once bath ben. I. 9, they 
flete and pass. 
C. Page 99- 
I "I. Page 99- 
9, The l'oisteous winds. 
CII. Page 100. 
6., starkelun__   voice. .!" I °,- If burning 
a Jarre oJ; and freez,ng near. 1.13, 
that by love mysdf I stroy. 
6, sparkelyng volte. 
6, speaking volte. 

CIII. Page o0. 
1o, And in tine claitn. 

CIV. Page t01. 
6, to be repayd a fret. 
in thee is there. 

I. 7, now sinee 

READINGS. 

375 

I st 40 
1564 
1 ô7 
1574 

CV. Page 102. 
8, And something tell. 
3, that he doth. I. 5, shatered eyen. 
1.8, in the gall. I. 10, eau sore 
within. I. 12, doth ne harm.. 1. 15, 
But you whwh. 

1574 

CVI. Page 1o3. 
5, To mine owne hap. 

I et 4 n 

CVII Page o3. 
2, which pities. 1. 12, threfore a.¢sail 

CVII1. Page 104. 

I a 4 ° 18, he hides himself straight. 1.35, [ 
did leese. 1.36, that mought. I. 43, 
thenflamed breast. I. 52, Of Jèares 
delight, i. 55, Thesekind. i.58, It 
sit ,ne wcll. i. 01, ofthose fait eyes. 
I. 03, thal toucheth me so within. 
1.74, curteis gift. I. 77, li»gredpain. 
I. 82, these arms. 1.88, furor undis- 
crete. 1.87, is hid me./'?o. I. 99, she 
bath red. 
 & 52, Of Jèares delighl. 1.58, It sits me 
3 « 4" well. 
1564 3, some succoure. 1.46, his balted 
net. l. 52, of teares. 1.58, It sits 
me well. 1.61, these fait eyes. I. 7, 
lo near. 
1567 3, some st«cour. I. 46, bis baited net. 
1. 52, Of leares, l. 6., lhese fait 
eves. 72, too near. 
1.574 ..Title, " Of his Lofer." I. 3, some 
succour. I. 46, his haited net. I. 52, 
Ofteares. I. 61, that thcse G.ir eyes 
do treat, l. 8_ °, these armL 

CIX. Page 107. 
! "t 4 ° 1, thisshallthou gain. 
1567  2, but thisalso. 
1574  

cx. Page 1o8. 
15Ô7 14, That 
1574 14, That thcy Itare. 

CXI. Page 1o9. 
1564 8, and eruelly. 



376 
1567 ) 
1574)" 8, And crudly. 1. 14, 

VARIOUS 

rny own. 

CXII. Page 110. 
CXIII. Page 111. 
I st 4 ° 7, alas! with weepingchere. 1.12, thy 
grief. 1.17, say 
« 4 ° 17, Say ye. 
3«4 '' 17, Say ye. 
1564 19, thou drivesl. 
1507 ". 
1574J 19' thou drivest. !.'z3, wasteth mylife. 
CXIV. Page 112. 
CXV. Page 113. 
1st 40 
1464  12, Thou doest oppress. !. 13, lhou 
1567 ( doest. 1.20, May thrct thy cruel hart. 
1574 / 
CXVI. P. 114. 
I st 4 ° , So sore altred. !. 4, thou leadst. 
1567 
1574.1 3, that drivest me. 
CXVII. Page 114. 
1564  3, given theefree. 
1574 3, given thee free. l. 12, what I de- 
serve. 1.25, the Mats. 
CXVIII. Page 115. 
CXIX. Page 116. 
CXX. Page 116. 
1574 6, if she takes it. 
CXXI. Page 116. 
1564 
'1 
157 } 1, ought helpeth. 
1574 
CXXII. Page 117. 
I st 4 ° 4, though thy empire. 1.5 fardest 
Thglee. !. 13, thou may be. 
1564 } 
1567 5. fardcst Thilee. 
1574 
CXXIII. Page 118. 
1't 4"18, That whieh oppressed me. 1.23, of 
these two eeyls. 

READINGS. 

154 
1567 - 4, the chose. 1.22, llfe lotgthens pait. 
1574 
CXXIV. Pagell 9. 
1564 . .Title, Againe hearders. 

CXXV. Page 19- 
1564  
1567  8, thineJnemy. 
1574 ) 

1st d 
567 

CXXVI. Page 119. 
CXXVII. Page 120. 
CXXVIII. Page 120. 

l, Stond svhoso list. 1.2, Of high 
astate. 
4, the wanton joyes. 1.8, to yarely 
pas$. 

] ";t 4 ° 

CXXIX. Page 11. 
4, Amid the presse of lordly lokes. 

1st 4 ° 

CXXX. Pae 11. 
6, I unpossest, so hangeth in alance. 

CXXXI. Page 11. 
CXXXII. Page 
CXXXIII. Page t¢¢. 
7, For one of. 

I s 4 ° 

30 4 o 
1564 

CXXXIV. Page 123. 

35, life doth last. 1.49, she chered her. 
1.64, sely fore. 1.68, her power 
sutety. !. 69, For s,.myng weahh. 
1.71, find the worst. 1-81, live in 
delite. 1.87, hath his witte so badde. 
1. 94, hath ever spotted. 1. 100, 
2rladde if ye list. 1. 102, And deep 
youelf . 
68, her power, suerty. 
68, her æower, suerty. 
7, boylde meat. 1.35, doth last. 1..57, 
Yet nature taught. 1.76, Grant that 
ye seeknor strife. 



VARIOUS 

1.567 7, boylde meat. 1.35, doth last. 1.57, 
Yet nature taught. !. 76, Grant that 
e seek--nor strife. [. 87, For now. 
100, Made if ye list. !. ;03, ail 
and saine, 
1574 27, l, oilde meat. 1.35, life dotk la.st. 
1.57, Yet nature taught, l. 76, Grant 
that ye seek--nor strife. I. 87, 
now. 1.89, a hure. 1.91, da rais- 
Ij/ke. !. 100, Made ifye list. 1. 103, 
ail and saine. 

CXXXV. Page 16. 

let4 ° 7, It is hot l'ccause. 1.90, sorrjt 
sauc.. 
1.564- 2, that seth thcir part. 1.31, look as 
saiut. !. «'.-', That sagl«tk. 1. 82, 
that with.m boa, stalk, l. 98, For 
money prsoa. 
1567 L2, That seth his part. 1. 31, look as 
saint, l. 33, topagne, l. 5- o, drunk 
on aie. 1.7, That sagleth, l. 2, 
that with. y how st«lk, l. 9 , For 
mouey prt«on. 
1674 l, ail vile for to retain, l. , that seth 
their part. 1.31, look « saint, l. 7, 
That saleth rechless l. 7.% To l'e 
right oJ: 1.8°, then with my l'ow 
stalk. [. 98, For money prison. 

I st 4.0 

CXXXVI. Page 130. 

14, ,Vhy doest. 1. 16, aie sa happy. 
1.29, as thou doest spend. I. 09, And 
of the deed. 1.45, B 9 u, hicb returne 
be sure to winne a cant. I. (50, ail thy 
charge disburs. 1. 66, thine arm. 
|. 67, sec thou be hot. I. 68, thy 
cousin tht sister. I. 7- °, turn il la a 

READINGS. 
I.ughter. 1.89, this thing I «hall thee 
le. 
IMJ4 18, for swines sogroins. I. 36, wind 
goth truth. 1.4t, land orJèe. !. 60, 
Iii thi, arm. 1.72, tronc thou it to 
a laughter. 
i.567 18, for swines sa roins. 1.36, wind 
gain truth. 1. 48, land orfee. !. 64, 
whcre thou lift. 1.6ti, in thinearm. 
1. 72, 1ruine |bau if to a laughter. 
!. 73, l;ut u'arj/ I say. 
1.574 18, for wins sa zroins. 1.32, u'ho tan 
seek to please. "1". 36,  ind goth. I. 44, 
Unless yet be. I. 4.% land or Jëe. 
1.64, where thou list. 1. (5/5, thine 
arm. I. 7, Ira»te thou it to a laugh- 
ter. I. 73, But u'ar/, I say. 1. 81, 
that I mould. 

CXXXVll. Page 133. 
I st 4" I, wandertng Trojau knight. 1.6, Of 
heoven. 1.7, by more power. 1.315, 
one hundred yere. I. 48, And in 
twelve Jtere. !. 5'2, twice eleven. 
1,51J4 9, of livinges the mother. I. 24, the 
other hight. 1. 313, ont: hundred Jtere. 
I. zig, And in twekej/ere. 1.75, the 
movings of these. 
15137 9, of living«s the mother. I. 4., the 
oth«r hight. 1.36, ont hundred /ere. 
I. 48, Aud in twelvej/cre. I. 75, the 
moviug. 
1574 4, on holden I,urp. I. 9, of livings the 
mother. I. e3, dcscribde by stars. 
!. '24, the other hight. I. 30, that in 
the saine. 1.0(5, one hundred ¢ere. 
I. 48, And in twelve tere. 1. 7d, of 
their first moring sky. I. 75, But 
mark we wil als. 1.75, the moving 
of these seen. 

UNCERTAIN ., Uq'HORS. 

t64 

CXXXVIII. Page 139. 
18, ShouM shote his arrows. 
18, Should shote his. 1.34, my heart 
that pinched. 1. 4,5, Any forlune 
wer. 1. 0, my whote delight. 
3, Full of. I. , But it cannot. 

1567 18, Should shote his. 1.40, anyfor- 
tune power. I. 50, my whote delight. 
1.,56, by thy wind. I. fb, But il 
cannot. 
1574 18, Should shote his arrow. 1.34, my 
heart th«t pinched. 1.45, any for- 
3c 



lune power 
lost. 

564 

1574 

VARIOUS READINGS. 

I. 63, But i/ cannot 

CXXXIX. Page i !0. 

('XI,. Pae 14. 
6, riches b, os«s his. I. ,'21, it II«,ughe. 
4, The lack os l..% If goods sholl 
b«. I. 6, riches Ioo»rs 
4, The lack a. l. , ]'good shall 
I.t. I. 6, riches Ioo¢s hic. 

CXLI. E«ge 144. 
i't 4"13, that 
be armrd a.llnt the day. 
1.364 13. se'me so .*u'/Ji Ihal rutt. I. 40, good 
pr« fo 
1567 4, staldi»h his c,tate, l. 13, semc so 
su'iJ! I/toi r««n. l. 15, «la3, dau'm'th. 
l. 4(I. g,od pres/ Io pass. 
!a74 i3, s«m,' so su'l Ihat nm. l. 15, day 
do«'««th. I. 40, good prcsl to Imss. 

l. 32, 

('XI.II. l)aBe 145. 
 a64 } 
i 067 18, l".och little Ib'cl.q cuc'd. 
1574 18, E,ch little Ib.dy couch'd. 
in grelot despit«. 

r.aher 

( XI.III. Page 147. 
1364 I I, rathcr had m!¢ lit'e. 
I.;74 4, mv r«ndring song. l. Ii, 
had ;#j lite. 

CXLIV. Pae 147. 
151.;4 ..'Fith., ()f hs lire he »'ast«th death. 
l. I0, The m«rrier mind. 
1567 ..Titlc, IH" his lire. 1. !0, Thc mer- 
r«r mind. 
!.574 ..Titlc, lfhis lifehe wastcth. I. i0, 
The n, trier nund. 

(:Xl,V. Page 148. 
I s' 4" '2, as yon will. I. 6, hath lhrowen. 
I. 10, nor /oke no charge. I. 19, 1 
toke no heed. 
' 4" 2, as ou vill. 
! 5(i4  
43, os a man in a mase. 1.56, I can- 
I 
J not fle. 
1574 

CXLVI. Page 150. 
3 d 4" ç'O, is hOt as fle.qing famc. 
I 5ô4.. }. 20, fl.eng faine. 
i 51-)7 J 
1574 13, but craves so fast. 1. 19, Let some 
aflirm. I. 0, fl!teing faine. 1. /5, 
The cau»es of things. 

i 564 
i 567 
1574 

CXLVII. Page 152. 
'2, Ye slea the quick. 1. 10, enhaunce. 
, and the dead defame. 
, a,d the dead de.faine. I. 9, in ruin 
and decay. 

('XLVIII. Page 150. 

1504 

i67 

1574 

20, 
10, 
I. 

('XI,IX. Page 153. 
A flrting bird. 
Ye greater poiçon. I. i 9, did fie& 
o, A flying bird but seldom see. 
I. "..'6, the pot ofyotthful plays. 
la, 1¥ greater poison. I. 19, did flee. 
I. 20, but seldom cee. I. (J, the 
spot of youthful plays. I. 3, had 
brought. 
10, Ye greater poison. I. 19, did flee. 
1. 0, but seldom sec. I. 0, the pot 
ofvouthfid plays. I. 7, still didrun. 
1. '2, had brought. 

1564 

1567 

1574 

('L. P. 55. 
i, was aJàer maid. 1. 19, ]le lok¢ 
no cure. I. '29, Iou¢ l,e shave. I. 31i, 
lu middes. I. 49, thou wentest. I. 6, 
,,l{I herken. I. 10£, 103, 104, 
IUhora crue I` |ove bath s|ain 
By PI«illida unjustly tllus 
.II, rdred u'ith false disdaine. 
2b, Theretbre wo_r he. |. 6, clod of 
clay. 1.99, be shave. I. 3, love had 
sheot. I. (J0, OEhou reaped. 
b, Therefore wa.r }le. I. 29, be shave. 
I. 3, love had sheut. I. 49, thou 
u,en¢st. I. (J0, thou reapesl. 
£5, Therefore u'aa he. I. 2(5, clod of 
clay. I. 9, l'e shave. I. 32, love had 
shent. I. 00, Thou reapesl. 

CLI. Page !,59." 
2 « 4"4, Break of Virtue's. 



15137 } 4, To break l'irtue's course. 
1574 J 

I t 4" 

çLll. Page 16o. 
9, For sueh as long ago. 

CLIII Page 161. 

lSt4n 9, bath throwen me. l. 29, sharp 
shower--which threatened is. 
15134 2, from the u,ell. 1. 19, l(nocked, it 
shall be heard. 1. eS, Forlove oflife. 
15137 o, from the well. 1. 19, Knockcd, it 
shall be heard. 1.28. For I«re of hfe. 
1574 2, from the wcll. l 18, for help u'ilh 
Jàith. I. 19, Knocked, it shall be 
heard. I. '-'8, For Iot, eoflife. 

('LIV. Page 162. 
lS 4 ° ;30, mannes kert may grieve. I. 4i, of 
void wandering. 1.9.3, my bliss toe 
end. I. 913, ahnost to na,gM. 1. 
I suffred wrong. 1. 134, I lingr«'d 
forth, l. it/O, ail was fi»r aught. 
1. it/3, I racane those eyes. ]. 
rny joys then stode. 1.23, 31i.happe 
I raeane, that wretehed 
myjoyes gone. 1. 243, such suretie. 
l. ff47, -°48, O brittlejoy ! 0 slidi,g 
bliss ! O fraiipleasure! 0 u'ealth 
stable t. 1..°71, enmv ni'fa. Ç lire. 1.284, 
or I ,vas ware. [. 30, I woid my 
life. 
8 d 4  284, or| was ware. 
1564 5, srnit that stroke. I 9, 2\'ye twenty. 
I. 613, And since could L 1. 1i9, 
And ofalone. I. 162, on these eyes. 
sing more. 1. -°20, led ber life. 1. '.-'47, 
this line is wanting, l. 
this. 
lô7 5, smit that stroke. I. 613, tndsince 
could I. l. 162, on these eves. 1. 167, 
and at al'rayde. 1. 247," this line is 
wanting, l. 62, me in dfis. 
1574 3, ease the smarts, ]. 5, smit tkat 
stroke. 1. 9, .'Vye twety. 1. 
with jelousy. 1. t/t/, .4nd since coMd 
I. I. !132, on these e)es. I. 167, and 
at al'rayde. ].200, bath thv. 1.20, 
|ed ber lire. |. ,.13, hv fir l'chrst. 
1. ff47, his line is wanting, l. 262, 
me in this. l. 300, bath no redrrss. 

VARIOUS READINGS. 

1564 
1574 

1574 

79 
CLV. Page 17. 
Line 
7, That the nerer gazer raay that rue. 
('LVI. Page 173. 
7, And that was ready, is. 
t/, ,4nd &se tkat I win. 

15{57 
i 574 

CI.VIl. Page 174. 
I0, Ahhough the eask be never  
I i, Wt will ,'ae whrn. 
I% Vill at thing devour. 

1564 1 
174 

('LVIII Page 175. 
 .'l'itle, '' K niht" wanting. ].4,Through 
dcrp. diîdam his li.]ë in train, l. 10, 
to wm thepraise. 
I. should forÆet. 
1, shouldjbrsel. I. 9, As corapass ,ras. 

l-t 
13t/4 
Ibt/7 
1574 
1 "t 4" 
1564 
1567 
i574 

CI.IX. Page 176. 
IG, which miss thee now. 
3, .'ay nay and I'e no. 1.4, that thou 
»halt corne. I. 5, thK line wanting. 
1. 17, the li,ey blond. 
3, ?iay »turf and be no. I. 4, that thou 
»halt cou.e. 1.5, this line wanting. 
3, ,boy nay and l'e no. I. 4, that thou 
shoit conte, l. 5, this line wanting. 
1.6, thy word fo sware. 
('LX. Page Tî. 
1 , The chosers wit ,vas there abused. 
14, of tcaylingtears. I. eg, tohisrea- 
son's lws. 1.34, net masketh. 
14, of u'agling tears. 1.29, to his rea- 
son's lavs. 1. ri4, net masketh. 
14, of u'agling tears. 1.29, to his rea- 
son's laws. 1.34, net masketh. 

1564 
167 
15î4 

('LXI. Page 178. 
2, And afierpaynes. I. 17, m.y.part do 
shew. I. 20, to s»eud mv stnrtes. 
Ii, [rude in griet. 1. I:, for ayne. 
1. 4, l«are of truH. 1.42, Ïl'hose 
standard. 
i;3, for g«ne. 1.24, teare of truth. 
1.45, so fast yfoid. 
I i, grudge lu grief. I. 13, for gay«e. 
I. 4, leare oftruth. I. £9, For ears. 



80 

t re 
tine. 
y.fold. 

1. 4°_, II'hose. 

VARIOUS READINGS. 
1. 46, so fast 

CLXil. Page 180. 
I st 4'1 . .Title, '" that piayed fast and ioose," 
wanting. 
1564, 1567, ..Title, " fa.st or Ioe." 
1.574 
ÇI.XIII. Page 18o. 
1st 4° 9, on the golde mean. i. o_o, Such 
chance hare prou& i. o_3, l.en ba- 
trid efl. |. '24, that stoden under. 
I. 38, %Vhen chmds l'ch driven, i. 39, 
Ire shotclh sri||. |. 44, to h,ge thy 
sali. 
1564 6, a waiting gcst. i. 24, IA.'hen they 
slode still t[tat sloden, i. 44, to Logse. 
1567 24, Vhen they stode st|Il that stoden. 
1.44, to boltse. 
1574 6, a waiting gcst. i. 0, stch chance 
bave l»roud,. | 4, ,Vhen thev stood 
st|Il, that stoden under, i. 38, "When 
clouds bedrisen, i. 43, when wind 
do serve, i. 44, to IwR»e fit) sa|l. 

('LXIV. Pe 182. 
_'2, of loyers is the zain. I. ;3, the place, 
Ihe tirer, i. 17, as qf sueh. 1.24, 
the bonding fi»r to bind. 
O-, of lofer» is the gain. 1 1"2, 'as çf 
such. I. 24, the l.onding for to bind. 
2, ofhwers i« the :tin i. 3, the place, 
the rime and hour. 1'2, as oJ such. 
!. 24, the I'onding for to bind. 

1564 
!»67 
1574 

('LXV. Page la.q. 
I « 4 ° 1.5, by prowess some fo ri,e. 
1564 , l.olsteous windy blasts. 1.8, from 
ttds fray. 1. !1, defended xvith the 
lawes. 1. 15, some to 
1567 I, I.oistr, us wimly blast. 1.8, from 
tfiis frav. !. I1. defended sith the 
/art,es. " 1. 15, ile to ra3se. 
1.574 . .Title, " f«|ieit, of the mind." 1. I, 
l'oistcous windy" blast, i. 8, from this 
fra. i. 11, defendtd with the iau'es. 
1. 14, they tooke their root. i. 1, 
some to ravise. 

('LXVI. Page 184. 
..Title, pieasuresfade, L 3, boughs 

! il 40 

3 d 4" 
1564 
1567 
1574 

Lire 
don spread, i. 4, clean sonke down. 
I. 14, The winter eat. 
1, ne lenger d.lre ah|de. 
3, the houghs don spread. 1. 16, storms 
don nmke. 
3 the boughs don spread, i. 16, storms 
don make. i. 19, that we lost hare. 
l. "21, eery wight do cast. 1. 5, re- 
deem them from his hands. 

1st 4, 

1564 
1567 
1514 

CLXVII. Page 186. 
8, with slorme and shower. !. 40, 
t, old stili l,reail. !. 5, To reave 
Jo me. i. 54, %Vhere I was Iose. 
o, ,Vhen I dm?e then. 
4, "Fo fix in mind on beautvso. 1. 0, 
But when I durst, i. 40 I thought 
free chose. 

1564 
1567 

|57i 

CLXVIII. Page 188. 
bs, farae shall lire. 
1'2, that iaml.e ofjoy, i. 55,fameshall 
liue. 
1?, that laml.eofjoy, i. 19, never seen, 
or heard. I.l,she is a Diana. i. 
co|our corne and. I. 55, faine shail 

('LXIX Page 191. 
I »1i4 } 
1,367 13, thou lit'est in re.st, i. 14, thypalehed 
1574 housl. 

CLXX. Page 191. 
I st 4 q 4, unto thv love unknowen, i. 18, che- 
mies haçds, |. °4, that lit, elh under 
un. l. 28, the ,buslers three. 
!:,64 
1.567 ] ;3, fa|ien in thy lot to moan. 1. 
15,74 . that restes under the sun. 

CLXXI. Page 19-'2- 
I »t 4" ..Title,'" A comfort to the compiaynt 
of Thestilis." 
lb4 6, though their sali be rent. 1. 8, 
she that aine thee so. 
1567 Ô, though their sali be rent. i. 13, 
sharp storme do fin& I._°8, she that 
paine thee so.. 
1574 6, though their sali be rent. i._o0, so 
sha|| ml/heart. 1.28, she that pa/n- 
elh thee so. 



1 t 4 ° 
1567 
1574 

I st 4  

1567 
1574 

1564 
1567 
1574 

! ,t 4 « 
1574 

1564 
1567 
1574 

! st o 
15ô4 
1567 
1574 

1st 4 ° 
156 / 
156  

VARIOUS 

CLXXII. Page 194. 
5, he might her play, and move. 
..Title, kis, ing o bi,. l. 1, my sely 
dog, God wot. 

CLXXIII. Page 194. 
4, Graven the within. 

CLXXIV. Page 195. 
16, by proof u«knott'en. I. o., I wo[d 
hot they shold. 
12, causeless thy be sad. I. 14. That 
guyded the sterel .... I °5, of th«" crime 
14, That g,qtded the sterelled;-¢ted - 
in the barge. I. 5, of the crime. 
 .Title," estateof Lmers.'" I. 14, That 
uided the steer--lie freted in the 
arge. !. 9.5, oflhe crime. 

CLXXV. Page 196. 
1, a Salomon. I. 13, shold now defame. 
4, witness fo the saine. I. 13, should 
defame his deeds, i. 2£, grared 
in brass. 

CLXXVI. Page 197. 
8, How shold I boldlv. 
6, seldom nere decays'. 

CLXXVII. Page 197. 
 .Title, "' embraceth l'ertuc." 
omids the tire. 

1. 10, 

CLXXVIII. Page 199. 
1, Io! here the ery bones. 1. 17, do 
gie me. l. 18, woful spirite. 
IO, or ne»er it was da),. I. 17, till thal 
death. 
5, did enter into this pine. !. 10, or 
net, er it was day. I. 17, till that death. 
5, did enter into this pine. I. 10, or 
never it wasday. 1. 17, tili thatdeath. 

C LXX IX. Page '20o. 

CLXXX. Page 00. 
18, Lieth iurking in the ieaves. 
7, weeping ee. 

READINGS. 

381 

1504 
567 
1574 

CLXXXI. Page 2o2. 
30, under his targe. I. 53, I have l'en 
the mark. 
13, his hand ail. I. 16, to bring lhem 
forth. I. 27, Beautf u'alke up and. 
1.30, under his la'ge. I. 33, The 
uqed. I. 36, And dimps the air. 
37, is now soldiers, l. 47, Mercy 
mldespeed to sel. 
13, his bond ail. I. 16. them forth. 
I. 3o, under hic targe. I. 33, The 
imhed. 1.30, And dimps the. I. 47, 
mercv milde. 
16, Io brlng them forth. I. 19, espared 
hot. I. 3o, under his targe. I. 36, 
And dimps the. I. 37, is note soldiers. 
I. 47, mercy mdl(le. 

1364 
567 
1574 

CI.XXXII. Page 04. 
6, ail l'efled. 1.7, tract of time. I. 18, 
Thiyouthlyjble rhyme. I. 40, had 
hot l'en born. 
18, idle lime. i. 3, will lodge him 
now. I, 40, the bore hcdkull. 
18, idle rime. i. 4.5, the l'areh«dskull. 
18, idle time. I..°3, will Iodge him 
now. I. 30, a shreding sheet. 1.45, 
bore hed skull. 

let 4 « 
1.54 
15671 
1574 

CLXXXII[. Page 207. 
4, vlrtues wold«n delgn. 
4, u'oulded deign. 1.5, with fol!¢ of 
**orldlv .erace. 
4, woufded dclgn. I. 5, with folie of 
worldly grace. I. 9, B,t that they 
ga e. 

CLXXXIV. Page 207. 
I st 4 ° I 1, To leave me qfi. i. 12, as shall be 
knowen. I. 25, I mean llqt loyer. 
I. 26, pretended fi,llv. 
âd 4"4" lî, lYt or the l'lossoms gon fMI. 
1564- Ç 14, ,Vithlu m:y garden. I. 16, moisture 
neeer wanted. I. lî, l'et or the bioso 
1567 j soins gon fort. l. -°.6, thv pretensed 
follv. 
1574 14, ,-ithin my grden, i. 17, Yet ere 
the blossoms gin fali. i. 20, By the 
pretenced folly. 

1564 

CLXXXV. Page 209. 
15, that whan the. i. Ô» teaters flows. 
I. 8, As Chamelon. 



38 
.567 
574 

i .564 
151i7 
i:,74 

15{i4 
I,1i7 
1.574 

1574 

|-t 4" 

1564 

1»67 

1574 

VARIOUS READINGS. 

15, that u, hen the. l. 8, As Chamelou. 

CLXXXVI. Page io. 
l, 7ke shining season go corne. 
thougk fiwtune won. 
('IXXXVll. Page 1o. 
6, ail limcs docst rcquite. 

3, deprar¢rs of sweet joys. 

1, 0 temerou launh'rs, l. 3, .Iang- 
lin.j«sters--d«prat,ers of swcet jo}. 
l. 6, dolh reqt|ile. 

('I.XXXVIII. P.age e IO. 
7, A-hose beauty lightncd in thv time. 
CLXXXIX. l'age t t. 
('X('. Page 1. 
1, ('rud und unkind. I. 3. The ground 
of mv grief. 1.4, To tickle to tru.-t. 
I. 7, "Th ack of :clf-will. I. 8, thus 
so eau«les. 1.10, Dark den of de- 
ccit. I. I 1, that carri«lk under cloak. 
I. 19, Swing of v««y spire. I. 2'2, 
(;raff" u'ilhoutcn gro,,vllL 1. 23, The 
heap of nfihap. I. 7, Sawest thou 
hot othrr thal for thv Ioc. I. 29, 
From out mg heart. 
"3, Tickle IO trust. I. 5, that truih 
canuol remove. 1.13, Nark« of self- 
will. I. 17, Cruelt and craft, I. 14, 
T/ml maesl men muse. 1. 15, Ntrof 
I«n bv self-will must slon«. I. 213, 
hasl t'hou no heart al ail. l. 28, 
moughl befal. 
, Ttckle to tru»t. I. 5, that trath 
cannot remove. 1. 14, .'lieu muse. 
l. 15, Swollen by self-will. 1. :6, hast 
thou no hcart. 
3, Tickle to trust. I. 5, that truth 
cannot remove. I. 6, Sarke of self- 
will. I. 15, Su'ollen by self-will 
most slonc. 1.2lJ, hast thou no heart. 
1.28» mought befal. I. '--', Fro out 
of my heart. 

CXCI. Page 13. 
3, high aslate. 1. 'dZ, his mones 

1567 
1574 

slave. I. 30, would straightwaies 
make me glad. 1.36, in earth that is. 
9, .g/s if. l. 31, And u'hen that in heart 
l./èeL I. 36, in earth. 
2, his mones slave.. I. 9, As if. 
.o, his monies slave. 1.29, As if. 1.30, 
would straightwaies. 1. 31, And 
when lbat in heart I do fee|. l. 3,5, 
I on earth. 1.36, in eath. 

CXCII- Page 14. 
1 t 4 « The third stanza ,vanting. 
1504 1, There was lime. 
1574 21, Thcre u'as lime, 1. 42, weep at 
one my fill. 

CXCIII. Page °,17. 
1564"( 18, Ie in her hands, l. 20, myjqlte 
1574 J" to her. 

CXCIV. Page ets. 
1 "t 4 ° 2, That thin be ruled. 1. i 1, which 
kilth che fruit. I. 1.% And is 
dicine. I. 15, The aier which. 
1.564 8, pass t.heir boundes, l. o, loads-man 
to marlner. 
i,137 i e, And is ,llcdicine. 
1574 °0, virtue hale ber light. 

CXCV. Page.°19. 
i't 4« 13, Vho wold bave thought. 
1.57oEE 8, Such chaances. I. 18, my chiefest 
unrest. 1. 'ci, my chiefest desire. 

CXCVI. Page 1. 
I st 4 a 36, had caused my smarL l. 43» is 
growen 30 gall. 

1st 40 

1574 

1564 

CXCVII. Page 223. 
6, To ,nake it knowen. 

CXCVIII. Page 223. 
l l, To blinde that thing, in freedom 
which was free. 

CXCIX. Page 4. 

3, a florishing heart. 



174 

VARIOUS REAI)INGS. 

3, A florishing heart. I. 7, As you 
ny proof. 

CC. Page 224. 
|t 4" 4, favour or the spire. 1.7, by chaunge 
as to deceK e. 
I ' 4 ° } 
3 a 4  7, by chaunge as to deceie. 
1574 7, by change as to deeelve. 

CCI. Page 3. 
9, lhat v'hen thou Il-t. 

574 

'CII. Page "225. 
I st 4 ° 5, shores unknowen nere. 
3 « 4" 5, shores unknowen neare. 
1567 ]. 
1574J 13, and malice heart. 

CCIII. Page 526. 
I st 4 °13, where love hadframed s,achfdhe. 
1564 1 
1567 10, time do last. 
 574 
CCI V. PaBe 226. 
1574 7, To lack thal he would fainest bave. 

CCV. Page227. 
136r 
15743 3, that gt at me. 

1st 40 
1564 

167 

CCVI. Page 228. 

12, had turned him so. 
40, that was his maidres. 1. 54, so 
worthy a womaB u'as hel 
40, lhat was his. I. 52,.]'or to content. 
I. 54, so worthy a ti'oman was she. 
!. 78, him his servant. 
4, whom ail thc story. I. 14, comfort 
stode. !. 39, he u,ere won. !. 4o, u'as 
his maistres good. I. 52, for to con- 
tent. 1.54, so worthv a woman was 
she. !. 62, whom thht he Ioved fo. 
l. 78, him his servant. 

1374 

('CVII. Page232. 
3: c!imbing.ficMeaess. !. 15, receive 
It tn. 1. 18, Forth Pilgrim, ff'orlh 
l:east. 

1564 

1567 3, elimbing.ffck/eness. I, 18, Forth 
Pilgrim fortb l'east. 
1574 3, climhing.fickleness. I. 1.5, recelée 
if in buxomness. I. I, l.brlh Pilgrim 
Jbrth l'rast. 

C('VIlI. Page 233. 
1574 P0, Then shall see fo ashes, l. 23, dc- 
cay [ ma) too. 

1564 
567 
1574 

C('IX. Page 234. 
2, d«Jlh so«me_-t gr¢xv. 
15, And lurned ail. l. 20, the clare 
d«,th. 
. .Title, Ofco»tinualpains. l. 15, And 
turn«d ail. l. PT, greatest gaines do. 
.. Title, shewing ql c« atinual pains, l. 8, 
do cause me draw. !. I, And lurned 
ail. l. 2, reatest gaines do. 

C('X. P«,Be 235. 
1 t 4" 5, and on the holte. I. 13, till on his 
back ieapeth she. 
1507 4, and his sawtrv he dcade. 
1574J 

('('XI. Page 236. 
1 't 4" ô, that Jèarth no sword. I. 13, cahn 
or blast. 

CCXII. Page 236. 
i st 40 3, the 1 so depe tan m'«q¢de. 1.32, 
lhou shouldesl sleep. 1. 41, t«eade 
 vith. !.4- ° , and 1 dare. !. 59, the 
wretehed. 
1564 13, herblame mlght rie. 1.31, worms 
do crqe. 1.41, totrade. 1.60, o 
as ail" be blamelcss. 
1567 13, hec blame migbt rise. 1.31, worms 
do crqc. 1.41, to trade. 
1.574 13, hc:blame mighl fise. !.31, worms 
do crye. !. 41, to trade. 1. OIJ, ,5"o as 
ull be blameless. 

('('XIII. Page 39. 
TheTitle in ail the cdition« but the l "t 4 ° 
" Mistress R.'" 
|t 40 22, The audience ceased with the saine. 
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VARIOUS READINGS. 

Line 
1.23, to win that Beauty lost. I. '26, 
toold ueeds. 1.49, amtds th throug. 
1564 ..°3, to win that Beauty lost. I. 38, 
which he bath. 1.44, mo»t accepted 
be. 1.48, bath wonne the saine. 
1567 23, to win that Beauty lost. I. 38, 
which he hath. I. 44, most accept«d 
be. I. 48, bath won the s,mc. 
1.374 .'23, fo win that Bcauty lost. I. 38, 
which h« hath. I. 40, pr,,ise aright. 
|.44, sha|| most accepted be. |.48, 
hath won the su»te. I. 49, my Mois- 
lers uame. 

CCXIV. Page -'240. 
I" 4" 9, Thus kiud, thy craft. 
'--'« 4° 9, Tlms ki,d thy craft. I. °3, thy 
setled nfind. 
3 d 4" 9, Thus kind thy craft. I. 3, thy 
sellled mimi. 
1364 17, ïo hede thy vit. !. 1, l'oisterous 
blasts. 
i567 o_, TI/e worth) I)raise. I. 17, To hed« 
thv xxlt. I. '21, l'oistcrous blasts. 
1574 "2, "The worthy praise. I. 7, But he 
bath othcr ri'le. I. 14, the brain. 
1. 17, q'o h«de thy wit. 1.71, bois- 
lcrotts blatî. 

1564 

1367 
1574 

('CXV. Page _'241. 
 .'Fit|e, " (_'Olllltv of Penbroke." 
3, my prmj. I. iO, link«d as in chain. 
I. 18, B!! cause the best. 
3, my pratj. !. m, llnked as in chaiu. 
3, my pratj. I. I0, hnked as in chain. 
I. 14, that willed here fo use. I. 19, 
And sough! herscl£ 

CCXVI. Page o , 
I st 4  4, is sowen the seed. 1. 16, Vhere 
enraies. 
1574 £, thy harm doth feed. 

CCXVII. Page _'243. 
I st 4 ° 5, that flieth on so fast. 1. 19, hot 
make her knowen. 
'2't 4" "1 15» The eye fo work that saine. 
3'l 4" f 
1564 "2, increaseth ker flight. 1. 5, that 
fftieth so fast. I. 15, The eye fo work. 
l. 17, to weet him himselL 1.24, 
stand in wealth. 

1367 
1574 

, increaseth her_.fli,ht. 1. 5, that 
flieth so fast. !. 15, l'heeye to work. 
 .Title, " Of the chaice." 1.2, in- 
ereaseth ber flight. 1.5, that fltjeth 
on so fast. l. 15, eye Io -ork. 1.17, 
For ere he wete him himself. 1.24, 
stand in wealth. 

CCXVIII. Page 244. 
1 t 4 « 2, as seemeth right wondrous strange. 
1. 5, amongs. I. 10, slippry seats. 
1.5 I, spirite. 1.7, the sea ofwoddly 
care$. 
1564 5, amonges. 1. 18, dull vits do blind. 
1.44, a storm will enst them down. 
I. 66, out pageant will be doue. 
1567 5, amonges. 1. 18, dull vits do blind. 
1.28, aud few that speaks the truth. 
1.4, doth fall away. 1.44, above 
the starre, a storm will cast them 
down. !. 55, I jïnde, 1 sec. 
1574 5, amonges. I. 18, duli wits do blind. 
1.28, and few that speaks the truth. 
1.3, Whieh thinke. ! 33, that they 
cannot possess. 1.42, doth fade. 1.44, 
above that starre, a storm u, ill cast 
them down. 1.55, lfind I sec. 1.66, 
out pageant will be donc. 

CCXIX. Page _o47. 
I st 4 ° 7, as I walked, l. 9, that pierced my 
woful heart. 1.25, why doest thou 
$$vel"ve. 
15f»r 7, as I u'alke. 1. o5, why doest thou. 
1.35» lot assigned me. 
1567 3, me thought. 1.7, as I walk. I. 25, 
why doest thou. 1. 35, lot assigned 
me. 
1574 3, me thought. |. 5, Enforce me. 1.7, 
as I walk. 1.25, why doest thou. 
1.35, |ot assigned me. 

CCXX. Page e48. 
lSt4° 8, with dreadful foot she stalketh. 
1. 10, That she to sene him. 1. 
that may mlne heart. 
15647 
1567 5 3, lovin.g bu unright, l. 25, This fine 
1574 wantmg. 

CCXXI. Page 249. 
, 14ïth gold and purple, lhat Natur 
bath drest, l. 9, As polished diamonds. 
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SURREY. 

N ° I. 

Tnoucr thls plece in Mr. Hill's MS. as well as ail the printed copies, 
stands the first of Surrey's poems, we cannot thence conclude, that in 
point of rime it was the first of Surrey's compositions : it must however 
bave been written by him at a very early period. The subject is evi- 
dently his unhappy passion for the Fait Geraldine; and he describes 
himself as having loved ber nearly two years : untbrtunately there is 
nothing that ascertaius when the attachment began. Some conjecture 
however may be formed ri'oto the date of Surrey's marriage with the 
Lady Frances Vere. An origiual instrument in the Duke of Norfolk's 
possession informs us Surrey was afiîanced to that Lady Feb. lo °, 153°-; 
at which rime he could not bave been more than fifteen. It is pro- 
bable, however, the marriage was hot solemnized till 1536, or lb37, 
when he was nineteen, or twenty. As Snrrey vas of a serious, and re- 
ligious turn of mind, it is hot tobe supposed he wouh| bave addressed 
the fait Geraldine in so empassioned a manner, with such " earnest 
suit to rue on his dying heart," if actually married to another: we 
vnay therefore infer, flais poem was written hy Surrey previous to his 
union with the Lady Frances Vere; consequently vhen he was al3out 
seventeen or eighteen. 
That Surrey at so early an age should bave formed a style, both irt 
language and versification, which succeeding writers imitated as their 
model, and left so little for subsequeut improrement, is a circumstauce 
that justly causes admiration of his Taste, and Genius. In some of his 
]ater pieces, urrey's versification is even still more correct and po- 
lished than in the present. In this however it is remarkable for its 
sweetness and variety ; and though a few lines are obscure, the lan- 
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guage in general is elegant and perspicuous. The sentiments are every- 
where delicate and natura| ; justlv conceived, anti feelingly expressed. 
The whole i. written in imitation of the ltalian schoo|, and contains 
so much of the Italian idiom, we might a[most suspect it to be a trans- 
lation from that language. [ apprehend however, that the piece is hot 
a translati«m, though in writing it, Surrey had evidently in view two 
poems of Petrarch, the oe beginning 
A qualunque animal alberga in terra; Canz. 3. 
the other, 
Di pensier in pensier i di monte in monte. Canz. 
Ver on comparison it will be fottnd there is not any one line in Surrey's 
poem that can be considered, strictly speaking, borrowed from Pe- 
trarch. 
The measure S«rrey has chosen is sshat the ltalians call Terza 
Rima, their favourite measure, of which Dante is considered the in- 
ventor. Not only Surrey and x.Vyatt, but after them, Milton attempted 
to introduce it into out language, tho«gh without success. The piece 
is now first printed in the form the Terza Rima ought *o bear. 
This piece occurs entire in Mr. Hill's MS. at p. 115. On]y the 
nine first, and the last fourteen lines of it, are preserved in the Ha- 
rington MS. the leaf containing the other part of the poem bas been 
cut away. Such variations as are of importance, which are but few, 
will be round in the notes. 
Line 1. The son l, ath twice brought jbrth his tender green. 
Mr. ltiil's MS. as well as the 8" ed. of 157% reads the line thus; 
The sun bath twice brought forth the tender green 
which is certainly prebrable. The opening of the poem was probably 
suggested by the foliowing lines of Chaucer. 
The golden tressed Phebus, high on loft 
Thrice had allè, with his bearnès clear, 
The snowès molt i and Zephins as oft 
Y-brought again the tender leavès green 
Since that the Son of Hecuba, the OEueen, 
Bcgan to love ber first Troilus and Çressida, 
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That Surrey should descril)e minutely the time wKen his attach- 
ment to the fair Geraldine began, was naturai. Every loyer dwells 
with delight on 
............. il loco, e'l tempo, e rora, 
Che si alto mixaron gli occhi suoi; 
b,=t as in another poem he adverts again to the subjeet, and relis us 
with still greater detail, that it wa in winter hi» heart received the 
wound, from which if " never could recover healthfulness," we may 
conjecture something had oecasioned that circumstance to make a par- 
ticular impression on Surrey's mind. See the poem, " In Boreas just 
return," p. 19, and the note upon it. 

Line 10. The.fi'ozen heart that mine iuflame bath nade. 
Mr. Hiil's MS. and ali the 8 o editions, rend, "' b«me," as one 
word, for ' inflamed." Nothing was relire frequent among our early 
poets than this sort of licence. Thus Sackville, i, his Induction : 
The sturdy trees so shatter'd with the showers  
The fields sofade, that flourish'd so beforne. 
_And again: 
.................. there fell before my face 
A piteous wight, whom woe had allfor-u'ast: 
Forth on ber eyes fle christal tears out brast, 
And sighing sore her hands she wrung, and fold. 
2llirrour for llIagistrates, fol. 206, ed. 1587. 
Thus shake, take, fall, perpetuaily occur for shaken, taken, àllen : with 
many others. The ltalian Poets, in a similar manner, contract their 
participles a syllable  as, trapunto, cerco, tronco, for trapuntato, cercato, 
troncato. 

Line 15. In time my harm increaseth more and more. 
The preceding lines seem to require we shouid read 
In rime my hurt increaseth more and more. 
The 8  editions of 1367 and 174. support the conjecture. They read, 
" In rime my hart;" evidently an error or the press for hurt. 
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Line 16. .4nd seems to have mj cure alwmjs in ,corn. 
Cure here means, probably, cm'e; a sense in vhich the word was 
frequently used by Surrey, and the older poets. 
Azd were they hot defenced by my cure, 
Flame had them raught, and en'mies sword ere this. 
Surrey's Translat. of 2d Book of neid. 
The ltallan scholar cannot rail of remarking how closely Surrey bas 
followed the Italian idiom, iii the verse before us. XVith hardly any 
ariation it may be rendered thus, 
E sembra la mia cura avere in scorno. 

Line 18. dt h«nd to melt, fw off in flame to burn. 
A line suggested by the following of Petrarch, 
....... da lunge me struggo, e da press' ardo. Son. 161. 

Li,m 1[, 0. _[t,d like as rime, &c. 
The meaning of this passage is; 
fuses to cure my sorrow, each place also refuses to give me consolation." 

Line °,7 ..... the Son bath eke the dark opprest. 
This is one of the many expressions which Sackville, vho seems to 
bave formed his style in studious imitation of Surrey's, bas copied in 
his Induction : 
Beholding dark oppressi»g day so near. 
31irrour for 21lagistrates, fol. 206, ed. 1587. 

Line 30. For then as one that bath the light in hate. 
Se non alquanti ch" anno in odio il sole. Petrarch, Canz. 1. p. 24. 

Line S6. That day that I was tangled in the lace. 
The meaning of this passage is " In my memory I retrace the 
pasb and call to mind the very spot vhere I lost m' libert, that day 
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when I was entangled in the snare (lao'io), which, though in appear- 
ance s]ack, binds the coptive will in fetters that cn never be broken." 
Lace, in Surrey's rime, iike the iaccio of the ltalians, was generally 
used in an elegant and poetic sense. 
Tra le chiome dell" or nascose il laccio 
AI quai mi strinse Amore. Pelrarca, Canz. 14. 
..... le chiome bionde, e' 1 crespo laccio 
Che si soavamente lega, e stringe 
L'alma ......... Petrarca, Son. 164. 
The saine word in Frencb, spelt indifl'erently laqs and hts, slgnîfied, 
as it did in English in Chaucer's rime, " a braid or cord." Sec Ca»t. 
Tales, v. 394. The old chronicle of Raoul de Çoucy, and the beautiful 
Gabrielle, teils us, that "' La Dame de Fayel, quand elle sçeut que Raoul 
s'en devoit aller, fist un laq. de soye moult bel et bien fait : ci y avoir 
de ses cheveux ouvrès parmi la soye, dont l'oeu re sembloit moult belle 
et riche, dont il lioit un bourrelet moult riche par dessus son heaume 
(casque à visiere): et avoit longs pendans par-derriere à gros boutons 
de perles." It was this " las de ses chereux,'" as it is afterwards called, 
that led to the discovery of Gabrleile's attachment, and produced the 
catastrophe that terminated the romantic story of these celebrated 
]overs.--See, ]llemoires Historiqaes sur Iaoul de ('omy, vol. 1. p. 104. 
The Bourrelet, mentioned in the quotation ahove, was that ligature» 
of whatever description, which passed under the chin, and kept the bat 
on the head. The pin that served to fasten the Bourrelet, with such 
as studied dress, was an article of great elegance. Chaucer. describing 
the Monk, whose character is drawn vth strokes of hfimitable hu- 
lour» SaS 
....... to fasten his hood under his chin, 
He had of gold y-wrought a curious pin i 
A love-knot in the greater end there was. Canterl'ury Tales, L 195. 

Line 44. To stand agazed, and sink in more and more. 
Both the Harrinon, and Mr. Hill's MS. rend 
............... my sprites do ail resort 
To stand al gaze, and suck in more and more 
The deadly harm 
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The iast of these alterations is essential to the sense. The use of the 
word " st«k," shich ou," poetic lauguage can hardly bear, derivetl au- 
thority with Surrey, p,-obably, from Petra,'ch. 
Cosl gli afflini, e stanchi spirti miel 
A poco a poco consummando sugge. Son. 218. 

l,ite 5 I. Print in uour heart some parcel of in3t tene. 
The ord tcne, though it occur in ail the printed copies, is mani- 
tkstly co,'rul»t, lhe Terza Rima requiring a word that rhymes with st|Il, 
aud will. Mr. Hil|'s MS. supp|ies the proper reading. 
Print in your heart some parcel of my u,ill. 
" Excite i, .vour bosom some portion of feeliug in sympathy with 
mine." l'«rcel, fo,', "' a small part of any thing," was an expression 
formerly ueither n»common or inelegant. Turberville, who abounds 
with imitations of Snrrey, uses it in a poem taken in great measure 
ri'oto this betbre us. 
" I would thou wist the torment I sustain 
For lack of her that should my woe redress, 
_And that you knov some parcel o_fm!/pain. 
£pitaphs, EpiBrams, Songs, and Sonnets, bt George Turberville, 
Gent#man, 15Ô7 fol. 2 9. 

N,, I1. 
This Sonnet has been often quoted, and admired. It is perhaps 
the most beat,tift, l specimen of descriptive poetry in our language. 
-al'tOli observes of it, that «' oldy a writer who viewed the beauties of 
Nature t ith poetic eyes cot,hl have selec/ed the vernal objects of wh|ch 
this exquis|te ode, as he calls it, is composed." Hist. of Eng. Poet. 
/. 19. The observation is just : but in omitting to give/he concluding 
lines, M,'arton bas hOt dune the composition justice. Surrey at the 
begiuning of viuter had fi»rmed an hopeless attachment; every thing 
around him then wore a gloom, that was in un|son with his feelings, 
and he was not remiuded of the wretchedness of his situation. The 
chearless season wears away; spring returns ; the whole face of nature 
is changed ; every creature seems animated witK vernal delight anti 



SURREY. 9 
joy ; every bud and blossom is bursting into a state of beauy and per- 
fection: Surrey turns his eves on himself, and fin(. ail within him 
dark and comfortless: no diminution of sorrow lhat might awaken 
hope; no hope expanding into enjoyment. How obvious is/he com- 
parison : how aflicting the simple language in which it is expressed ; 
And thus I see among these pleasant things 
Each tare decays  and )'et my sorrow springs. 
Petrarch ha. left us a Sonnet, written under clrcumstances nearlv 
similar ; anti exi,ressive of the saine sentiment. 
Zefiro torna, e "1 bel tempo rimena. Son. 269. 
If Surrey had this sonnet in view, he cannot be denied the praise of 
.q , 
having far surpassed his toaster. In _ttrreys poem ail is nature; in 
Petrarch's much is study ; and tvhen he d«scribes the return of spring 
by telling us " t'rogne is chattering, and Philomela weeping, and that 
Jore is rejoicing to behold his daughter," 
Giove s' allegra di mirar sua figlia; 
he speaks the language of pedantry, rather than of feeling. 
Line 5. Summer is corne, for ez'eryspray now springs. 
Summer here, as in the Complaint of a Loyer, p. 7, means the 
Spring: this use of the word was formerly by no meatss uncommon. 
Thus in an old song among the l:larleian MSS. N" 987. 
Summer is a-coming in, 
Loud sing cuckow. 
Groweth seed, 
And bloweth mead, 
And springeth the wood new. 
Ewe bleateth aftcr lalnb, 
Loweth after calf cow, 
Bullock sterteth, 
Buck verteth, 
Merry sing cuckow. 
,Vell sing'st thou cuckow, 
Ne swik thu, navet nu. 
Hawkins's Hist. of ,lusic, vol. IL p. 94. and Ritson's ,4nt. Songs, p. 8. 
It is hot unpleasing to compare thus rude eflbrt of descriptive poetry 
with Surrey's more polished composition. 
VOL. I1. C 
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Line 6. The hart bath hung his old htad on the pale. 
Thus Edwa,'ds in the Par«dise ofDainty Devices, ed. l(JO0, /9. 
In llay the buck his horned tops" doth bang upon the pale. 
Edwards's poem is a direct imitation of the sonnet before us; but much 
inferior toit. Turberville bas likewise borrowed the saine image. 
The buck doth bang his head on paW" to lire another day. 
Epitaphs and Epigrams, fol. 33. ed. 15ô7. 

Line 10. The suift swallow pursueth the flies small. 
This word ought to have been spelt  smale,'" as it stands in ail the 
printed copies, to mark lhat it rhymes wilh va&, raie, &c. The licence 
if it be o»e, is authorised by Chaucer; but probably smale was the ge- 
neral pronunciation of the rimes. 
Girt with a ceint of silk,  ith baes smale: 
Of his ay I make no longer mie. Cant. Tales, v. 331. 
Her oxdid hair, that sunnish was of hew, 
She rent, and eke her fingers long and smale 
She wng full off, and bade God on her e, 
And with the dth to do but on ber baie. 
Her hew whfiom bfight, at en was pale, 
Bare wimess of ber woe. Troil. and Cress. lib. 4. . 736. 
N" Iii. 
This poem occurs i» Harington's Nugoe Antiquoe, with so many 
variations, tbat I give it as there printed. For the reasons assigned in 
the preface, the pieces tobe found in that publication may be consi- 
dered as having the authority of a MS. 
1. 
When You had led me half the race 
That Cupid's scooEge did make me n, 
I loeked back to mete e place 
From whence my wea, course hein. 
And en I saw how my sire 
By guiding iii  let my way, 
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lI/'hose eyes, too greedy of their hire, 
Had lost me rnant a noble pre. 
For when in sight I spent the day, 
And cold hot cloke my grief b/gaine, 
The boiling smoke did still bewray 
The fervent rage of hidden flame 
4. 
And when salt tears did bain my breast, 
Vhere Loue his pleasant trains had sow'n, 
The lfuit thereoE the fruit opprest, 
Or that the blooms were sprung and blow'n. 
5. 
And where mine ees did still pursue 
The flying chase that u.as their OEuest; 
Their greedy looks did oft renew 
The hidden wound within my breast. 
6. 
When every look these cheeks might stain 
From deadly pale toflaming red5 
By outward signs appeared plain 
The woe, u'hereu, ith m/ heart was fed. 
7. 
But all too late Loue learneth me 
To paint aH kind of colours new, 
To blind their eyes that else should see, 
My sparkled cheeks with Cupid's hew 
8. 
And now the eovert breast I claire, 
That worships Cupid secrefly, 
And nourisheth his sacred flame, 
From whence no blazing sparks do fly. 
1Vugoe 4ntiquoe, vol. i, p. 185, ed. 17ri 9, 

Line 1. tVhen yonth hod led »te hall the race, 
The opening of this poem bears a strong resemblance to the open- 
ing of one attributed to Lord Vaux; but written in reality by 3ohn 
Harington, when confined in the Tower in 1554. 

ll 
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When I look back, and in myself behold 
The wand'ring ways, that youth could hot descry  
And see the fearful course that youth did hold, 
And mete in mind each step I strayed awry, 
F, ly knees I bow, and from my heart I call, 
O Lord ! forget youth's faults and follies ail. 
The pieee may be found in the Paradise of Dainty Devices, ed. 16t0, 
p. lt», and in the Nugoe Antiquoe, though imperfect: the quotation 
here gin'en is from the llarington MS. N" 2, fol. 26. 

Line 11. T/re boiling smoke did still bewray. 
To ber¢-,'«ç is a word of frequent occurrence among out early Eng- 
lish poets, and i perfectly distinct from betr«ç/, with which it is now 
general ly COllfi»ll mled. I t mea ns, "to diseo el" any thing unconsciously, 
or through inadrertence, and without design." By hot adver/ing to 
this distinction, /he beauty of many a passage is Iost. Turberville» 
imitating/he line belote us, uses the word " «rie'" in the same sense 
as bewray : tllough to zcrie is pl'operly fo coceal to cover. 
At length e coal  fietT red came 
Of him at so did fan Pynda; 
That ming smoke did u.rie the hidden flame 
To ber that thr exceeded Helena. 
pitaphs and @igrams, fil. 3, ed. 1567. 

Line 12. Tle persant leat of secret«me. 
Ail the 8' edifions read, " The preset heat ;" whieh is perhaps pre- 
retable. The word pres«ut «ee«rs in Tancred and Gismunda, in the 
saine setse here assigned it by Surrey. 
But now this world not seeing in these days 
Such present proofs of out all-daring power, 
Disdains our name. Dodsle3's Old Plas, vol. 2. p. 19. 
The reading in the text however ma), be supported by the followlng 
passage from Chaucer. 
Till fiery Titan with his persant heat 
Had dried up the lusty liquor new. Complaint of Black Knight, v. 
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Line 1: ................. do bain my breast. 
The word bain was formerly so generally used for bathe, that the 
Knights of the Bath were called '- The Knights of the Bayne." 

Line °_6 ............. Lofe iearneth me 
To paint aH kind of colours new. 
Vedete ben, quanti eolor depinge 
Amor sovente in mezzo riel mio volto. Petrarc«, C«nz. 18, l. 52. 

Line t. -My speckled cheeks u'ith Cupid's hue. 
" My cheeks distained with that wan hue, which marks the !o er." 
The Nugoe Antiquze reads « sparkled,'" which is perhaps the true read- 
ing. To sparkle is to scaIter, or to sprinkle, x,rarton has very pro- 
pevly remarked, that the involntion of this sentence is hot unfrequent 
with Surrey. Thus, in p. 15, «" The clolhed holts wilh gïeen :" i. e. the 
holts, or high lands clothed with green, llist, o,]'E»g. Poet. v. 3. p. 14. 

N" IV. Page 5. 
This piece seems to have been suggested by the following lines of 
Ariosto. 
lngiustissimo Amor, perchè si raro 
Correspondenti lai nostri desiri ? 
Onde, perfido arien che t' è si caro 
Il discorde -oler, ch" in due cor miri ? 
Ir non mi lasci al facil guado e chiaro, 
E riel piu cieco, e maggior fondo tiri : 
Da chi desia il mio anaor tu mi richiami ; 
E chi m" ha in odio, v-uoi ch' adori, ed anti. Orlan. Fur. Can. 2, st. 1. 
Though in point of merit this l»iece does hot tank among the first of 
Surrey's compositions, it nevertheless contains many natural senti- 
ments, and lnany happy expressions. 
............. I know 
How soon a look ,,viii print a thought" that never may remove, 
is a line of singular beauty. The subject of the piece is evidently 
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Surrey's unsuccessfui attachment fo the £dr Geraidine. In addition fo 
general compiaints of ill-requited love, it contains evident ailusions to 
advanlageous aafi'ers refused, and sacrifices ruade in the hope of obtaln- 
iug the |hvourof one, vhom " he had long besought of grace" in vain. 
Ser l. I I, 1°_, 13, 14. On the spposifia,n that Surrey became ena- 
moured «af the fait Gerahline about lhe time he was affianced to the 
Lady Frances Vere, the expresslons referred to may be con.idered as 
exphduing  hy he marriage,  hich was o have taken place immedi- 
a/elv after Easter 153, was so long delaved. An alliance with the 
$et'e ttmily was «ane of the most advantageons that couhl bave been 
laroposcd t«a Surrey; but he wouhl bave renounced it for Geraldine: 
vho at lhat time was by no means a suitable match for him ; ber fa- 
milv being hot only in disgvace, but in danger of becoming even ex- 
linct: for her chier hrother, and rive of ber uncles, had just perished 
lay the hand of the exeeufioner, and her only surviving brother, a 
chihl, as wandcring abmt a fugitive and exile on lhe continent. Pro- 
bal,l.v it was uot uufil Suvrey had Iost all hope of obtaining Geraldine, 
ha he «ouhl bring his mind to marry the Lady Frances. 
This piece occurs in the Harington MS. N ° , foi. 50, but with- 
out any variatious of importance. 

Line 5. He causeth th' one to rage" with gdden burning dart. 
The dot,hic arrow of ('upid is constantly alluded to by the poets of 
S,r,'ev's age, and those who lWeceded. X, Vhether Surrey borrowed 
the idea ri'oto them, or lhe more classical authority of Ovid, is uncer- 
tain : his attainments in learuiug make the latter probable. 
Dixit; et eliso percussis aëre pennis 
Impiger umbrosâ Parnassi constitit arce; 
Eque sagittiferà promsit duo tela pharetr, 
Diversorum operum : fugat hoc, facit illud amorem. 
(uod facit auratum est, et cuspide fulget acut. : 
(uod figat obtusum est, et habet sub arundine plumbum. 
Metamorphoseon, lib. l. lin. 466. 

Line 1o. .  .... into a dark deep hell. 
Piu cieco, e maggior fondo. Hence it is evident the word hell in 
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Surrey's rime had not received an exclusive meaning, but signified 
generally, " a deep pit ; or any hidden place of darkness.'" . The lla- 
rinon MS. reads, " into tbe dark deep weli.'" 

Line 15. SO b.v this means I know," how soon a heurt may tren. 
The Haringt,m MS. reads 
Lo ! by these ru/es I know," how soon a heart canturn. 

Line 18. Of little st,l] unto myself" to weave « ='eh ,,f t,«:t. 
The metaphor of " weaving a web," for framing a«)' hol)e , or 
u»dertaking atty prqiect, might have bee» derived from the Greek and 
Latin Authors, with whom it is comnon : but it is p,'obable Surrey 
took it frm Petrarch. 
S' Amoe, o Morte non dà qualche stroppio 
Alla tela novella, ch" ora ordisco. Son. 32. 
And agai», 
Per accol'ciar del mio virer la tela. Son. 194o 
Tbe expression bas reeeived tbe sanction of a Royal pen. Queen 
Èlizabeth employed it in a eopy of verses " tvhich mv LadyVilloughby 
did eovertly get of her M.]esty's tablets, and had mtch hazard 
ing : fol" the Queen did find out the thief, and ehid for spreading evil 
bruit of ber writing such toys tvhen other matters did so oceul»y her 
employment at that rime, and was fearfi! of being thought too light- 
some for so doing." The verses begin thus ; 
The dread of future foes,'" exiles my present joy, 
And wit me warns to shun such snares" as threaten mine annoy. 
lor falsehood now doth flow" and subject's faith doth ebb, 
Whieh should not be ofreason ruled'" and llïsdom u'ove the u'eb, c. 
Nugce Antiq. Vol. I. p. 58. Ed. 1767. 
They are to be round in the Harington MS. N °'2-. ri»l. 164. and 
among tbe Rawlinson MSS. in the Bodleian Library. 

Line 20. lt'hen in my f«ce my painted thoughts" wouM outwa,dly appear. 
This and the two following lines remind us of the 6th and 7th 
stanzas of the poem preceding. Surrey's fi'equent al]usions to l'etrarch 
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give him the appearance sometimes of repeating his own thoughts. 
The line cited is an instance of that involution, which Surrey often 
afl'ectd ; '" when the thoughts (conceived in rny mind) would (otherwise) 
appear outwardly painted in my face."-- 

Line 4. The hammer of the restless forge" I wote eke how it works. 

By lhis metaphor Surrey means to describe the never-ceasing ac- 
lion of the Lover's Fancy, perpetually busied in framing fears, doubts, 
and al»prehensions. 

Line 96. 4nd lire, alas. t who would believe," with sprite from lire remov'd. 
This eoneeit, derived from the Platonic School, is borrowed from 
Petrareh. On the point of quitting Laura he says 
Talhor m" assale, in mezzo a' tristi pianti 
Un dubbio  "" Corne posson queste membra 
"" Dallo spirito lot vi'er lontani ?" 
bIa rispondemi Amor i "" Non ti rimembra, 
"" Che questo è privilegio degli amanti, 
'" Sciolti da tutte qualitati umane." Son. 13. Parte Prima, p. 10. 

Line 40. .lnd how the lion chastised is," by beating of the whelp. 
Thls seems to bave been a proverbial expression. We final it in 
Chaucer's Canterbury Tales : 
Anti for to make others beware by me, 
As by the whelp chastised is the lion. 
It is probable, however, lha| Surrey when he used the phrase re- 
ferred to sotne particular circumstance of his lire, nov lost. In more 
than one i,stance he characlerizes himself as a Lion, in allusion to his 
Armorial Bearin. See note on N" XXIX. p. 35. 

Line 41. bt standing near myjfire,'" I know that how I freeze ; 
Far ff l burn. 

From Petrarch. Son. 188. 

..... Arder da lunge, ed agghiacciar da presso. 
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Several other expressions in this poem might be traced o the saine 
SOUrCe. 

N ° V. Page 7. 
There is a poem in the Itarington MS. N"II. ri»l. 188, evidentl. 
formed on this of Surrey's. 
XVhen Winter with his shivering blasts'" the Summer 'gan assail 
With tbrce of might, and rigour great," his pleasant time to quail ; 
And when the lusU een had let'" each holt and hill so high, 
And eve pleasant place appear'd" 11 pale and wan to eye, &c. 
The piece i iml,ertçct , and hot of snt]icient merit to I,e l,rinte,I. 
It adds, howevcr, one to tbe naany instances vlfi,'h might be adduc.ed 
to prove that Surrey's compositions became, immediately on being 
known, objoets of general imitation. 
Line 5. .4nd when he clothed fait the earth. 
Survey has used this expression befiwe, p. 3. It is an expressiou of 
much beauty, as well as pr,,priety, and occurs in ail otr best Poets. 
Surrey however, cannot claim Ihe merit of introdncing it into out 
language: be probably adopted it ri'oto Chaucer. 
And every plain u, clothedfair 
VioE new groen. Flower and Leaf, v. 7. 
In this sinple forn the use of the metaphor isjust, and elegant. 
It is utm«turally strained in the subseqttet verse, where il is said. 
" the trees were new garmented." Vhen a netaphor describes oue 
object by some quality or mode of action in another, in points where 
there exists a general resemblance fi,un,led on the nature of things, ,,r 
on analogy : it a,hls much to force, and beauty. But  hen it represents 
as common t,, both the object% some l)articular nodification ,,f action 
peculiar to one of them alone, a modification resulting l)e'haps either 
from custom, fishion, or local clrcumstances, it net'er th;ls «,f exciti»g 
a ludicrous, or an unpleasing idea. For this reason it is objecli,mable 
to say, as we find i[t another passage, " tlmt Nature tauht the trees 
to t, nclothe themseh'es." See N ° XVII[. I.. Surrey a- proably 
VOL. 11. D 
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betrayed into this expression by the use of the word .,pogliare, among 
the ltalians.* 

Line 6 ..... that kTt within the durre. 

This ovt hography is preserved ri'oto the St'o. editions of 1567 and 1574, 
to mark how the  ord door ought to be pronouneed to rltyme with stir, 
hieh in some editiorls is spelt stur, or sturre. The eustom of alter- 
ing the spelling to accommodate the word to the rhyme, was general 
in Surrey's age. Puttetdatn bas a chai»ter e,,pressly to reprobate the 

* Note. That the metaphor in question was used by Petrarch, and the Italian poets 
whom Surrcy studied, requires no citations to prove. It will, however, be pardoned 
tne, I hope, if I adduce one instance from Molza, and transcribe the whole sonnet in 
which it is contained. In the present age which seems so much disposed to appreciate 
jusfly the beauties of Italian literature, and acknowledge our obligations to it, few 
readers will be displeased to see a sonnet which, though hot much known, is esteemed 
one of the most pleasing in the Italian language. 
Iéstiva i colli, e le campagne intorno 
Lt Primm'ert di novelli onori ; 
E spira,-a soa*i arabi odori, 
Cinta d'erbe, e di fiori il crine adorno. 
Iluando Licori, a 1' apparir del giorno 
Cogliendo di sua man purpurei fiori, 
Mi disse; " In guiderd«n di tanti ardori 
" A te gli colgo, ed, ecco ! i ' te ne adorno." 
Cosi le chiome mie soavamente 
Parlando cin.e, e in si dolci leg.mi 
Mi strine il cor, ch ' altro placer non sente. 
Onde non fia giammai, ch' i più non I' ami 
Degli occhi miei, nè fia che la mia mente 
Altra sospiri desiando, o chiami. 
Opere di Iolza, l'ol.H, p. 104. Ed. 1750. 
5lolza was born at 51odena 1489, ad died there 1544. He is justly considered 
one ofthe most elegant of the ltalian poets, and is supposed by sme to have been 
tbe real author «»fthe translation of the 2d Book of the 2/neid into blank verse, gene- 
rally attributed to the Cardinal Ippolito de' Medici. Whichsoever were the trans- 
lator, we probably ove him the obligation of having led Surrey to make his version of 
the 2d and 4th Books of the JEneid: the first regular attempt at heroic blank verse in 
eut l,nguage. 
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practice. That chapter is curious, as it marks in many initances the 
change uhich has taken place in our natiolml pronu»ciation. Of 
the word in question, Puttenham says that the true orthograi)hy in 
" doore;" that it properly ought to rhyme with " poor ;" and cannot. 
consistently with good spelling, or naturai sound, be ruade to rhynw 
with " restore." zlrt ?f English Poesie, 13ook lI. ch. viii. 

Line 39 ....... mine error o11 and some. 
Defective rhymes are frequent in Surrey and \Vyatt. \Vith them it 
is very common to join words, of t hich the last consonant is m, to such 
as terminale with n; as in the present instance. The thult gradua|ly 
corrected itself with the impr«vement of our language: but it is curi- 
ous to observe how long the m and n were ttsed as conveying corre- 
sponding sounds. Denham so employs them. 
From thence a thousand lesser poets sprung, 
Like petty princes from the fmi of Rome. 
The most striking instance of this l,cence in the present work 
is at p. 98, where seldom is changed to sihlam, to rhyme with than, 
which is itself a licentious mode of writing the adverb tien. 

Line 41. _4ad ail that was no more" but mine expressed miud. 

Selden proposes to read " but naine oppressed mind," which gives, 
at least, a more obvious meaning. " The whole was an illusion, aris- 
ing from the various feelings that oppressed my mind." 

Line 44 .... he agrieved was right sore'" with me for my rebel. 

A mode of speech evidently taken fi'om the Italian, in which the 
infinitive of a verb is put in place of a substantive: " per il mio 
ribellare." 
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N ° VI. Page 9. 
This Sonnet is translated from Petrarch. 
Amor, che ne! pensier mio vive e regna, 
E "1 suo seggio maggior riel mio cor tene, 
Talor" armato »ella fronte 'ene : 
h'i si loca, ed ivi pon sa insegna. 
(,luella ch" amare, e sofferir ne "nsegna, 
E vuol che '1 gran desio, 1' accesa spene, 
Ragion, verg«)gna, e reverenza affrene, 
Di nostro ardir ti'a se stessa si sdegna : 
Onde Am,,r paventoso fugge al cote 
Lassando ogni sua impresa ; e piagne, e trema : 
Ivi s' asconde, e non appar più fore. 
Che poss" io far, temendo il mio signore, 
Se non star seco infin ail' ora estrcma ? 
Che bel fin fa chi ben" amando more. Son. 109. Parte prima. 
yatt has left a translation of the saine pieee ; (see Page ,51). On 
comparison it will be fi»nud that Vyatt hs rendered each paoEieular line 
more thlthfilly lhan .Swrey, |m! that he is less elegant in his language, 
less flnent and harmonious in his versification. The eoneludi»g line 
in Snrre)"s translali«»n is SUl)erior to the original. 
Sweet is his death that takes his end by love. 
I t is to be lamcnted a botter subject as hot chosen. 
Line 1o T, tketh bis.lligbt whereas be btrks, a,d plains. 
ll-here«ts, as an ad,'erb of place, meanitag, where, in which spot, is of 
con-tant recurrence in these poems. So, in the piece next following, 
In Cyprus springs, u.hereas Dame Venus dweh. 

N oVII. Page0. 
This S»nnet bears the appearance of being a translation: if it is 
n«»t one, Surrey must be allowed to ha'e very successfully imitated 
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the ltalian manner. The tvo fi, untains in Cyprus, were probably 
suggested by the tu-o fountains in the fo,'est of Ardenne, so fillllOliS 
in Ariosto as the cause of sutlring alternately to the brave Rinahlo, 
and ti,e beautiful but Cal»,'icious Angelica. 
Equesto hanno causato due fontane, 
Che di diverso effetto hanuo liquore  
Æ-mbe in Ardemm, e non sono loutane. 
D'amoroso desio l'una empie il cote; 
Chi bee de l'altra senza amor rimane, 
E 'olge tutto in ghiaccio il primo ardore. 
Ritaldo gust6 d'una, e amor 1o strugge; 
Angelica de l'altra, e l'odia e fugge. 
Orlando Furioso, Canto 1, st. îS. 
See a|so Canto 42, st. 35 to 38, and *i2 to 65. Of this romantic fictiotl 
Boyardo is considered the inventor: he thu describes a similar foun- 
tain, and the manner in which it became inchanted. See his Ol'lando 
lnnamorato, lib. 1. ca. 3. 
.S'tart:a 02. 
¢uesta tbntana tutta è lavorata 
D'uu alabastro candido e polito 
E d' or si riccamente era adornata 
Che rendea lume nel prato fiorito. 
Merlin tu quel che 1' ebbe edificata 
Perchè Tl'istano, il Cavalier ardito 
Bevendo a quella lasci la Regina 
Che tu cagion" al fin di sua roina. 
Tristano isventurato per sciagura 
A quella fonte mai non è an'i'atos 
Ben che piu volte andasse a la ventura, 
E quel p:ese tutt" habbia cercato. 
O-luesta fontana avea cotal natura, 
Che ciascun cavaliero innamorato 
Bevendo a quella, amor da se cacciava 
Havendo in odio quella ch' egli amava. 
X*,hether Boyardo took his idea from some older romance, or from 
pagan ln3'thology, is unce'tain; probably ff'oto the latter. The Greeks 
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cifi, lly altril)uted the two contra,'y aoEections of Love and Hatred to the 
o[»e,'ation of «, twofi»ld deityl Cupid, or Eros i and Anteros. See Tully, 
de Natura D«oru,n, lib iii. sec. 3. This might have formed the ground- 
work of" the liction. The idea of the fimntains might bave been sug- 
gested by the fabuhms account of the river Selemnus, said to have the 
i»otte,  of c,ri,=g such as bathed in it, of love: or that spring in Cilicia, 
which produced a similar eflict in those who drank its waters. See 
P, rcacchi's A,,,mt. o, Ariosto, at the passages ,'eferred to; and the 
I-m.itz Lectiones oJ" CoElius Rhodigi,us, lib. cri cep. 5. 

Li,m 2. .1 well so bot is, that u,ko laits lhe saine. 
The reading of this llne, given in the l « and 4 «h quartos, in which 
they are fi»lloved by ail the 8" cditions, is far preferable to that in the 
text. 
In Cyprus springs, wherea« Dame Venus dwelt, 
.,t u'ell so hot, tiret u'hoo tasts the saine, 
"Vhere he of stone, &c. 
Vithm,t this alteration the passage is hardly intelligible. The 
whole se,tence is somewhat involved. "" In Cyprus, whereas (u,h¢re) 
Dame Venus (hvelt, springs a well (afountain) so hot, that whoso tasts 
the saine," ac. 

Line lO. Ind witb tbe spot of change infects the mi.d. 
This thought occurs with litle variation in a subsequent sonnet. 
Nor change of minds let not thy mind infect. Page 14. 

N ° VIii. Page 10. 
This sonnet is well known, having been noticed, at considerable 
Iëngth, by Varton in his History of Eng. Poetry, Fol. II1. p. 4 ; where 
he adopts the interpretation given of it by X.Valpole in his Royal and 
Noble Authors. See Park's ed. V0/. I. p. 26. It contains an enigmatical 
description of the naine, the family, and person of the lady, to whom 
Surre)" was attached, as well as the leading circumstances respecting 
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the growth of his romantic passion. The st,bstance of XTalpole's con- 
jectures is this. 
Walpole considevs the lady to bave been lhe Lady Eiizabelh Filz- 
gerald; called Geraldine in allusion to the naine of ¢3et'aldi, a noble 
Tuscan thmily, ri-oto which hers was lineall 3" desceuded. She tag the 
daughter of Gerald Fitz Gevahl, ninth Eavl of Kihlare : and thus "/ter 
Sire was an Earl.'" Her molher was Mavgaret, daughter of Thomas 
Grey, Marquis of Dorset, son to the Lady Elizabeth (;ey, 
Edward 1V. and daughter of the Duchess of Bedfi»rd, of the house of 
Luxembourg; consequently "" q/'_Priwe'.ç blood." She was born in h'e- 
land, '« =,hose pleasat slore dothJce II3"M Camber's (Cambria) «l';;" and 
nursel there in her infancy, consequently was ".,ster'd with mi/k ?I" Irish 
breast." Valpole supposes she was brought o'ev earl3, into England, 
and is therefi»re described as " resti»g i» Iritai» J)'om ter tedcr 
years;" and that she aftevwards was educaled sith the Princesses 
Mary, and Ehzabeth, her second cousins, at ltunsdon-house in ltert- 
fovdshive ; which is described by " ber tasti»g costly .¢bod witl a Kigq 
child." It was theve, according to l'alpole's conjecture, that Surrey, 
on some occasional ,isit with the young Dttke of ltichmond, fivst 
came acquainted with the fidr Geraldine; and therefi»re Hutsdoit is 
said ' to baverst prcsetted l«r to lois e]/es." But as Surrey tas obliged 
to retuvn fo X'indsor, wheve XVaipole says he lived as the fricnd 
and companion of the Duke of Richmond, and as he consequently 
then Iost the oppovlutfi/. of seei;tg his ntistrcss, XVimls«r is on thzt 
account said tu " chase him j-m ber sight." 
Such are XValpole's conjectures. XVarton praises them as fi»rmig 
« a most happy instance of sagacity :" a coin medation thr greatev than 
deserved. The leading circumstances had been long betbrc pointed out 
by Dvayton, in his notes lo his tleroical Epitlcs. Ot the ¢ircumstances 
added by Walpole sone will be fi»und erroneous, and some m»t suffi- 
cienlly SUl»ported by proof. 
Valpole says the thir feraldine was educated ni/h lhe Priwesses 
llaçq atd Elizabeth af llutsdon. This is impt»ssible. Those Princesses 
weve hot of an age to bave been educated togelher. Mary tvas born 
Feb. 18, 1518. Elizabe/h hot tiil Sept. 7, 1533. Mary was conse- 
quently 15 years old, and ber education ntut hae been netrl) com- 
pleted belote ber sister was itt existence. 
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This is so obvious, that the inention of the tt two Princesses" may 
be considered as inadvertence on the part of XçTalpole; and we may 
suppose Ie intended to speak of one ollv. Surrey himself speaksof 
no more: his words are; " with a King's chihl." It is unfortunate 
that Walpole did hot tell us plaiuly which was the Princess he referred 
to ; lhere are dittlculties on either side 
The precise age «»f Ihe fah" (;eraldine bas hot a ver been ascer- 
tained: we c.llect it fr-m conjecture only. lter I»rothel'Th«mms, who 
seems alwavs mentioned as the ehlest -" the fi,nily, was born Feb. 5, 
15.5. lier »ister M;,'garet as ohler thau herself; and her hrother E- 
ward was Ii«,l'n in .lan. 158. (See Colli»s' Peerage, l-ri. I-I. p. 167 & 183.) 
N.w, cm the supposition that (;erahline was ohler than ber brother 
Eward. she must have been Imrn in 15'2_7, consequently must bave 
been nine ye:l'S y.uner lhan thc l'rin«ess Mary. A'ith so great a dis- 
prol»«rli«m of years, /ho,e La«lies couhl hOt well bave been edueated 
to,,ether. But if «;eraldine as vounger than her brother Edward, 
whith in,lSt have been the case. if it be true, as is asserted, that she 
was ll»e j;m,.tb ,'bi/d. lle dithcultv is conslderably increased ; for then 
(;eraldine couhl i«,t have been bOrl till 15ç9, which wouhl make ber 
eleven years «»,n.er than lhe Princess Mary.  

* z'5,tc. Sir. Chalmers, in his Lire of Surrey, in the last edition of the British 
Poets, I;,I. II. p. 31t A, points out tlle disparity of years beteen Surrey and the fait 
Geraldine; a,ld seems disposed to infer, that Surrey's passion was fictitious; and that 
the veres addressed to Geraldine were nothing more than a playfifl gallamry of the 
nur»ery. Certainly there is great diculty in reconciling the event with dates Nor 
is the dit:ficulty diminished by saying Laura x as only thirteen, when Petrarch became 
enamou,'ed of her. This was Laura's age whe,1 Petrarch fil'st saw her; whereas, if 
Geraldine xvas born in 15°.7, the earliest date a«signed, she could bave been only seven 
or eight years old, when Surrey i repreented as earnestly soliciting her hand in mar- 
riage. I was once ahnost tempted to think Surrey's passion tbr Geraldine might 
hae been a fiction of fancy; but Churchyard's testimony, which will be adduced pre- 
sently, is positive, and leaves no room to doubt the reality of the attachment. The 
wh-le dit:ficulty might be removed by supposing that Geraldine, instead of being the 
fourh, was the second child. Her father married Margaret, daughter ofthe !Marquis 
of Dorset, in 151D. 1Margaret, confessedly the eldest daughter, might bave been 
born therefi»re in 1.520; and Elizabeth in 15oE1. On this supposition, Geraldine would 
bc only three years younge than the Princess lXlary, and but foui- vears younger 
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Line 1. From Tu, cane came m.¢ ladu's noble race. 
Drayton begins the Epistle of Surrey to the Lady Geraldine thus : 
From learned Florence, long since rich in faine, 
Fl'om whence thy race, thy noble grand-sires came; 
To famous England, that kind nurse of mine, 
Th Surrey sends to heavenly Geraldine. 
To which he subjolns the following note. 
" Florence, a city of Tuscany, standing upon the river Arnus, celebrated 
Dante, Petrarch, and others, the most noble wits of Italy, was the original of the 
family out of which this Gelaldine dil spring  as Ireland the place of ber birth, 
which is intimated by these verses of the Earl of Surrey." 
From Tuscane came, .c. Drayton's lP'orks, là. 127. fol. edit. 1748. 
The Fitz-Geralds, Earls of Kildare, «tre most commonlv said tobe 
iineally descended from Otho, or {)ther,  ho as of the family of the 
Geraldi Dukes of Tuscany. This ()tho coming from Florence into 
INormandy, passed thenee inlo England bet't»t'e the Conquest, and 
tained large possessions from Royal thour. Al the Conquest Xl'al- 
ter Fitz-Other was fourni seized of many coni«lerable Lord:hlps in dif- 
ferent counties ; as V(arden of ail the fiwe»ts in Bevk.hire, and Ças- 
tellan of Vtïndsor. From XVilliam de Vt'indsor, ehlest son of this 
Waher, is deseended the family of the Earls of plymoulh  and from 
Gerald the youtger son, that of the Fitz-Gerahls, who went in the 
reigm of Henry the Secottd into Ireland, and in reward for their signal 
services in the conquest of that kingdom were ruade Earls of Kildare. 
There is another account giveu of the ori#n of thiç illustrious 
family, now Dues of I.einster, equally antient, and perhaps more 
honourable than the preceding: il is as follows. 
Drayton, in a note on Geraldine's Epistle in reply to Surrey, tells 
us on the authority of Francis Thynne, one of our ablest antiquaries, 
" that the family of the Fitz-Geralds, of whence Geraldine was lineally 
descended, was in original English." If so, they sprung hot from 
the Tuscan Otho, but Othoere, or Othere, a rich and enterprising 
nobleman of Norway, who came into England in the reign of AIfred, 
recommended to that wise Monarch, by his skill in navigation. 
Alfred bas preserved in his Version of Osorius, a minute account of 
vOL, 11, 
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Othere's t'oyage to the North Cape, l'Ol/lltl whicb it is evident he sailed 
some centre'les before that Cape is gencrally supposed to haçe been 
disco.ered. The mdertaking was oue that marks an eminent degree 
of courage and ability; especially if we considcr how little the art of 
uat'igation was uuderstood in those days, and how i»adequate the 
means «,f disc«,very were, which Othere p«ssessed. Alfred, to engage 
a person of so great meril to sertie in England, ruade him no doubt 
large grants of land, and placed hinl in employments of trust and 
hoour: which satisfctorily accounts for the wealth, and distin- 
guished situatio» his desceudaut Valter Fitz-Othere held at the con- 
quest. The description t)there gave Alfred of the possessions he had 
in his native couutry, is curious. He told the King '" he had six 
bmdred rclu-decr, ail t:tmed by himself, and not purchased: of 
which six were s/ale-deer, orflecoy deer, highly valued by the Fin- 
landers, because they catch the wihl deer with them." He said that 
though he was «me of the " first men of the land, he had hot more 
than twenty red cattle, twençy sheep, and twenty swine: and that 
what little be piowed was with horses." $ee Igram's inaugural nglo- 
.ç«xon Le«t,«re, Obrd, 1807, p. 76. 
It is in allusion to this dcscent that Drayton makes Geraldine 
5Iy house from Florence I do hot pretend, 
Nor from those Geralds claire I to de,end ; 
Kor hdd those honours insucient are 
That I recei'e from Desmond, or Kildare ; 
Nor better air will ever claire to breath 
Than that of Leinster, lunster, or of 5lea ; 
Nor claire I other, foregn, -far. allies 
Than Windsor's, or Fitz-Gerald's falies : 
It is enough to leave unto my becs, 
If they but please to acknowledge me for eirs. 
Dralon's lrs, p. 131. 
Surrey probably was aware of this descent of his mistress's family ; 
but we may suppose he adopted that which the bent of his studies led 
him to prefer, and he judged moet capable of poetic ornament. 
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Line 8. With a king's child, who tasteth ghostlyfood. 
This line in the greatest number of editions is read thus : 
IIith King's child, where site tasteth costl/ food. 
The reading given in the text seems preferable. "" Te taste costly 
food," is an idea too general for the occasion; "' te 
is more descriptive of education ; especially if religious education be 
intended. 

Line 9. Hunsdon diddtirst resent hec te mine eycn. 
This line has been considered in the preliminary observations. 
The house of the Duke of NorIblk, there alluded te. -as b.ilt in 
the reign of ltenry VI. by Sir SVilliam Ohlhall, at the expence of 
7000 marks, Ss. °-d. The description of it given by Villiam of ,Vor- 
eester, in his Iti.erary, is curious, as it exhihits a picture of the archi- 
tecture, and taste ofthose times. 
" Maneritm de Hownesdon, "Vilelmi Oldhall, chevalier; primum edificari 
cipit circa xxvim annum Regis Henrici VI. 
 " Turris manerii de Howndesdon per iiii miliaria de Waar villa, cum aliis edifica- 
cionibus ac cure stabulis de lryke factis, longitudinis circa xxx stepp3¢s, sire gradi- 
bus meis mensuratis, per relacionem Humfridi Parys de officie garderol'e Wilelmi 
Oldhale, Chevalier, constabat in edificatione vil M. marcarum, »iiis. iid. ob. 
"" Item, latitude cujuslibet lateris dictae turris rxxx pedes. 
 " Item, in quolibet latere dictae turris sunt vil. l'otrasses, magnoe latitudinis. 
"" Item, altitude dicte turris cum le ovyrstorte vocat: an oel, cum fenestris et 
.anys deauratis, est, ut dicitur, à fiandamento dictoe turris ultra c. pedes. 
" Item, longitude auloe principalis dictoe turris continet xxx pedes. 
"" Item, continet in latitudine x.xiiii, pedes.'" 
Itinerarium ; sire liber rerum rnemoral'iliurn ICillehni Botoner dict. de 
lVorcestre published /,y J. Nazraith, Carabridge, 1788, p 88. 

Line I. _tnd ll%'ndsor, alas! doth chase me frein ber sight. 

There is no reason why this passage should be referred, exclusively, 
te Surrey's residence at Windsor. The words may as well allude te 
Geraldine's being there, in waiting on the Court, while her loyer was 
absent at sorne other place. Drayton seems te bave understood the 
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line in this sense; thou,,h he is evideufly mistaken, in saying that 
Q,wep Katharine as thc person on wl,om Gerahline was attendant. 
Ger,ldne was too young to bave served Katharine of Arragon; and 
Surrey w«,s nlarried, and a fither, befi»re K,tharine Howard was 
tueen. Btt whethcr it were Surrey, or Gerahline, that was resi- 
«lent at ,Vi,dsor, is immateriM to the st«ry: in either case, Vind- 
cor w,s the cause why Surrey did hot ste his mistress. This is ail 
affirmed. 

l,ine 13. lier beauty oJ Kintl: ber virtues from above. 
'Fhe meaning of the line is: " Gerahline received the beauties of 
her per.cm from N,tt,,-e: the virtues of ber mind were an endowmenl 
from 
hind, signified Nature. The word, long after Surrey's time, con- 
linuetl te» be used i, th,t sense. It wiil be found of frequent occur- 
'ence in these poems, «,nd i» ail out early writers 
Thus Alanus's b«ok, " de planctu Naturoe," is traus|ated by Chau- 
cet '" The Couph, iut of Kind." Coml,laint oj" Fowles, v. 316. But a 
mucl more t,'iking u.-e of the word ma)" be round in Pierce Plowman's 
Visions. 
Hearing it mentio»ed lhat Kro shouhl corne, or senti and save 
lhe " Lady Ani,na" fi»r ever, Pierce Plowman immediately asks, 
" What kin's thing is A'ind2 canst thou me tell ? 
"1"o which XVit, or Uudersta,ding, answers.: 
KIND. is a Creator, of ail kinnis thiugs 
FAa'ss and rortrrt of ail that was ever maked, 
And that is the Gra- Got, that ginning had never, 
LORD OF LIGHT AI'¢D OF LIFE. PCtslt$ A'onus, Ed. 1561. 
In this passage the xvord '" Kst)'" represents the Almighty as the 
Author of Nature, the Father and Creator of ail things. In anotl,er 
part -of the poem Pierce Plowman uses the saine word to describe the 
Supreme Being under his still more awful character of Governor and 
Judge of the Universe. The whole passage is «»nceived with g'eat 
strength of thought, and wants only the proper ornaments of style to 
ibe strikingly sublime. 
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The Almighty is represented as sending forth his p|agues at the 
sol]citation of Conscience, to scourge impenitent sinners. 
KIND, Conscience then heard, and carne out of the planers, 
And sent forth his forayers, revers, and fluxes, 
Coughs and cardiacles, cramps 
Boils, and botches, and burniag ages, 
Phrenesis, and fotd evil, foragers of KIND. 
Thcre waa ; "' Haro! and help! here comcth KIND, 
 " With dcath that is dreadful, to undone us all.-- 
Age the hoar, he was in the vaw-ward 
And bare the banncr before Death, by right he it clairned. 
KIND carne after with man), keen sores, 
 As '" p|agues," and pestilences; and rnuch peop|e shent-- 
Death carne driving after, and ail to dust pashcd 
Kings, and Kaysers.  
All creatures sink in dismay bcneath thc fury of Divine Vrath : 
upon which Conscience beseeches KIND 
To cease, and surfer and see whcr  thcy would 
Leave pride, and be perfect Christian. 
And KIND ceased so  Passus I/'icessimus. 
The use of the ord, however, in this sen»e is hOt frequent its 
most common acceptation is, '" Nature." Thus Turberville: " So 
great is the courtesy of Ki»d, as she ever seeket to recompense any 
defect of hers, with some other better benefit." Bock tf Falcomy, 
p. 1o.7, Ed. 1573. The adjectives kind and «nkind, with the adverbs 
kindly and unkindly, vere also used tbr n,tural, and unn.lu, a/ natu- 
rally, and unnatmally. In this sense these words are still lrequently 
employed. 

N" VIII. Page 10. 

This sonnet occurs in the Harington MS. N" 0.. fol. o,1«,o where it 
bears the signatnre of Lord Vaux. The langua_-e, the style of thought, 
and expression, are so little in Surrey's mantter, we may readily be- 
lieve the piece hot to .be his. The circumstance of the double rhymes 
trengthens this opinion. Surrey studiously avoided them. His nu- 
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rural good taste ruade bim perceive that double rhymes were calcu- 
lated for light or ludicrous comp«»itions ah»el and that in serious 
poems lhey almost always I»roduced a Im,I eflect, by taking from the 
gravity of the 'ersifi('ation, anti hy throwing over the idea exlwssed , 
an air of lightness aud thmilmrity. If /his [)ice be Sutrey's, it is the 
only tme in which double rhymes «»çe/ll'. 
Puttenham, ii his .lrt " Eng[i,h Poesie, p. 10, introduces an imi- 
tation of this sonnet, written by himselÇ he saTs, " to daunt the in- 
solence of a beautit'ul womau." 
Britfle beauty, blossom daily fading; 
Mom, noon, and eve, in age, and cke in dd 
Dangerous, disdainful, pleasantly persuading, 
Easy to gripe, but cumbrous to wield  
For slcnder ttom, hard and heavy fading; 
Gay for a -hile, but little while duràble; 
Suspicious, uncertain, irrevoeàble: 
O] since thou art by trial hot to trust, 
Visdom itis, and itis also just, 
To sound the stem, before the tree be fell'd: 
That is, since death will &ire us ail to dust, 
To leave thy love, ere that we be compeB'd. 
l'uttenham then adds the following observations: " In these linçs 
)e bave your fivst v'erse ail of bissyllables, and of lhe bot trochcus; the 
second ail of monosyllables, and ail of the foot iambus; lhe third ail of 
t'isyllables, and ail of the ff»or dacçl,,s; sour fi»nl of one bissyllable, 
«ud two monosyllables interlarded; the fith of one monosyllable, and 
twO bissyllables intetqaced; and the rest of other sorts and situations, 
-orne by degrees increasing, sone dîminishing. Vhich example I have 
set clown, to let you perceive what pleasant numerosity in the measure 
and disposition of your words in a metre, may be contrived by curions 
xvits; and these, wlth otberlike, were the observations of the Greek 
atl Latin versifiers." 
This instance may serve, as one among many, to prove that our 
antient poets did not always construct their vees, as we do now, by 
attending to the number of the syllables, but the number of the feet: 
somewhat in the saine manner, though by no means so artificially, as 
tbe Greeks formed their iambic verse. They eonsidered that two short 
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syilables in point of lime were equal toone long ; a dactyl, therefore, 
or an anapoest, was admitted as equal in value toa foot of two long 
syllables: and thus lines consisting of a greater number of s)llables 
than they ought to bave, were ruade in recitation to appear of tle 
saine length with those that had no more than theirjust and proper 
number. 

Line 6. Pat hot worth tzo peason. 
Peasou, as the plural of " pea," is, I believe, still preserved in ma»y 
parts of Egland. Il was familiar with the writers of Queen Elizabeth' 
age. So Puttenham, quoting the verses of '« that merry Greek," Do- 
mocritus : 
Omnia sunt risus, sunt pulvis, et omnia nil sunt : 
Res hominum cunctoe nana ratione carent. 
Englished them thus: 
Ail is but a jest, ail dust, ail not worth two peason : 
For why ? in man's matters is neither rhyme nor reason. 
lrt of Eng. Poesie, p. 85. 
I know not from wltat book Puttenham quoted, or whether he 
might hot have quoted from memory ; the original Greek Epigram, of 
which the Latin lines are in part a version, is given, I believe, uni- 
formly to Glycon. See Brunk's .tnalecta, FoL II. 19.78. 

Line 8. Hard to attain, once gotten hot geason. 
Of the word "' geason" i know not the derivation. Its meaning may 
be colleeted from its ose: this is hot uniform. Sometimes it seems to 
signify " that whieh is rare or uneommon." Spenser so employs it. 
Deprived of sense, and ordinary reason 
That it to lêaehes seêmed strange and geason. 
«lIother Hubberd's Tale, vers. 1 I. 
The Lady heark'ning to his senseful speech 
Found nothing that hê said unmeet, nor geason, 
Haviag oft seen it tfied, as he did teach. 
Fairy Queen, Book lrI. C«. iv. .t. 37. 
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At other times it occurs as a " thing of no worth," as in the following 
very pleasing lines. 
And though in place where you do spend your days 
There be, that think that friendly faith is geason 
No force for that; hold you those pleasant waya 
Which guide you strait, ail void ofguile and treason. 
O happy mind! that so lieth down and sleeps, 
When Envy wafis, and Malice sits and weeps. 
Harington MS. zVo. 2. fol. 215. 
This seems to be the meaning of the word as it stands in the 
text. 

Line 10. False and untrue ; enticed o.ft to treason. 
This and the twelfth line are wanting in the Harington MS. 

N" X Page 11. 
This piece is an imitation, rather than a tranilation, of the fol- 
lowing sonnet of Petrarch. 
Or, che '1 ciel' e la terra', e "1 vento race, 
E le fere e gli augelli il sonno affrena, 
lqotte '1 carro stellato in g'tro meaa, 
E nel suo letto il mar senz" onda glace; 
Vegghio, penso, ardo, piango i e chi mi sfac 
Sempre m" è innanzi, per mis dolce pena: 
Guerra è '1 mio stato, d' ira, e di duol pienal 
E sol di lei pensando ho qualche pace. 
Cosl sol d'una clfiara fonte viva 
More '1 dolce e 1' amaro, ond' io mi pasco: 
Una man sola mi risana, e punge: 
E perchè '1 mio martir non giunga a rira, 
Mille volte il di moro, e mille nasco; 
Tanto dalIa salure mia son ltmge. Parte Prima, Son. 131. 
aurrey, in this sonnet, surpasses his toaster. The abrupt beginning, 
Alas! so ail thing now do hold their peace! 
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i$ far more expressive of passion than the plain narrative style of the 
orinal. The fourth line eontains an elegant addition of thought to 
the " stellato carro'" of the Ilalian ; as likewise does the fifth. " The 
sea is calm" comprehends the whole of 
End suo letto il mar senz' onda giace. 
What follows, "' the waves work less and less," is a circumstance none 
but an accurate observer of nature could bave added; imagination 
alone could hot bave supplied it. He only who had been accustomed, 
at the close of day, to wander along the sea shore, could have spoke of 
the gradual manner in whiçh the waves of the sea subside, " working 
less and less," until lhe whole mass of waters seems to sink into sleep. 
In that moment sorrow must have taken a deep possession indeed, if 
it prevents a corresponding stillness of thought from stealing insensible" 
over the mind. 
In the conclusion of the sonnet, Surrey again departs from the ori- 
ginal, but itis to improve upon it. 
Mille vohe il d' moro, e mille nasco, 
is a cold and puerile conceit. 

Line 1. .41as ! so ail things now do hold their tgeace, c. 
The opening of this Sonnet is imitated by Sackville in the follow- 
ing stanza, from his Complaint of the Duke of Buckingham. 
Midnight was corne, when every vital thing 
With sweet sound sleep their weary lirnbs did rest. 
The beasts were still; the little birds that sing 
/Iow sweetly slept beside their mother's breast: 
The old, and ail were shrowded in their nest. 
The waters ealm, the cruel seas did ceasel 
The woods, the fields, and ail things held their peace. 
JVlirror for Mag. fol. 221. Ed. 1587. 

Line 2. IIeaven and tarth disturbed in noth]ng. 
The modern pronunciation of the word " nothing'" bas ruade if ne- 
ee»ary to put a grave accent on the last syllable. In Surre"s rime. 
O1,. II. H 
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and long after, 
os two. 
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what we now read as one word» was pronounced 

No image carved with cunning hand," no cloth ofpurple dye, 
lo precious weight of metal bright," no silver plate give I. 
Such gear allures not heavenly hearts ;" such girls, no grace they bring i 
I 1o! that know your mind, wiI1 send" none such. What then ? no thing. 
Grimoald to his familiar Friend. Sêe 4ppendix, p. 3,54. 

Line 3. The beasts, the air, the birds their song do cease. 
This line is, proba|dy, corrupt. It cannot be said of the beasts and 
the air, lhat like the birds they " cease their song;" and yet, as the pas- 
sage now slands, there is nothing else with whieh those nominatives 
ean agree. Tl.e original is, 
...... le tère, e gli augelli il sotano affrena. 
This would be naturaily rendered, 
The beasts do sleep, the birds their song do cease. 
The stillne.s of the ai', " il vento race," has been already translated in 
the first line. 

Line 4. The Nightès car the stars about doth bring. 
This is imitated by Saekville in his Induction: 
,Vhen sparkling stars, amid he heaven's face, 
With twinkling light shotae ota the earth apaee, 
That while they brought about the nightès chare, 
Tbe dark had dim'd the day ere I was ware. 
 .lirrorfor J[lagistrates, fol. 206. 1587. 
Vhich passage proves the word nightès was by Surrey used as a dissyl- 
lable; and ascertains also, that he meant to describe the " sta as 
bringing abo**t the chariot of night" (the real appearance in Nature, 
the book Surrey studied), and hot the reverse; as the verb doth, in the 
»ingular, might at first sight lead us to suppose. The ambiguity would 
be avoided by readiz,g 
The nights car the stars about do bring. 
But we are hot authorized to make the alteration. In Surrey's rime, 
and even long after» there was great irregularity in the inflexins of our 
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verbs. Sometimes the terminaions ofthe singular number served for 
those of the plnra| : and sometimes the first person sin$ular was con- 
tinued throughout the whole tense, without variation. This fault was 
corrected but by slow degrees, le is yet retained in conversation, hot 
only among the common peuple, but in some prorinces among those 
of an higher order. 

Ibid. The night?s car. 
I ara hot certain whether a greater liberty bas hot been taken with 
the orthography ofthe word car, in this line, than may be thought allow- 
able. In ail the printed editions itis spelt chare : and perhaps means, 
hot "chariot, or car," but. " seat, or throne." In which case it ought 
to bave been printed "" chair." Thus Chaucer : 
When that Phoebus his chair of go|d so high 
Had whirled up the starry sky aloft. Flower and Leaf, ver. l. 
and in like manner Skelton ; 
..... Apollo that whirled up his chare. Crou'n of Laurel. 
Bhen car, the currus of the Latin, was intended, the orthography 
seems to bave been char. So Chaucer iu his Canterb. 'ales, 'er. 
And as the gtfise was in his country , 
Full high upon a char of gold stood he 
,Vith four white bullès in the trais (traces, harness). 
In another place, Chaucer speaks of the " rosy cart" of day, in- 
stead of chariot. Troil. " Cress. B. I'. ver. 78. The word cart has 
undergone so great a change of meaning, that the effect produced now, 
is, to our apprehension, ludicrous. The saine observation applies to 
the word waggon, x'hich is used for car, or chariot, by Spenser in one 
of the sublimest passages in his Faer (dueen. 
Then to ber iron waggon she betakes, 
And with her bears, &c. Booh I. Can. I . st. 28. 
le is afterwards called the « mournfifl chariot." .5"t. 

In dismissing this sonnet I cammt forbear giving from a very scarce 
publication, a Latin version of the original Italian by Watson, a poet 
of considerable merle in Elizabeth's rime, who formed the design of 
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translating Petrarch into Latin. The translation never appeared: per- 
haps it never was completed. In the volume from which this is taken, 
translations of three other Son nets are preserved, the 102d, 3 lth, and 
313th. The work was published at London without date; but was en- 
tered at Stationers' Hall, 1581. 
Dura coelum, dura terra racer, ventusque silescit, 
Dumque feras volucresque quies complectitur alta, 
loxque agit in gyrum stellantes sydere currus, 
Inque suo lecto recubat sine flumine pontus, 
Multa ego contemplor; studeo i conflagrol gemisco. 
Et, mea quoe dulcis poena est, mihi semper oberrat. 
In me bella gero plenusque doloris et iroe, 
Paxque mihi modica est Lauroe sglius in umbrâ. 
Oritur ex uno c]aro mihi fonte, et acerbum, 
Et quod dulce sapit; quorum depascor utrbque; 
Unica meque manus loedit, ]oesoque medetur. 
l,lartyriumque meure nullo quia limite clausurn est, 
lIille neces patior, vitas totidemque resumo 
Quôque die; superestque rnihi spes ntalla salutis. 
Ecalompathia, or Passionate Cntury of Love, Son. 66. 

N', XI. Page 1. 
I apprehend this Sonnet to bave been written by Surrey soon after 
his liberatlon from that state of confinement at "Vindsor, which led 
him to write the eelebrated Elegy. 
So cruel prison, how could betide alas ! 
As proud "Vindsor. 35». X. j0. 14. 
The strain of thought in both the poems is slmilar ; they seem both 
alike fo bave been suggested by a painful recollection of former enjoy- 
ment, recalled to the mind by seeing the scenes that had witnessed 
it; scenes which then lended only to provoke a melancholy comparison 
between past happiness and present sorrow. 
The opening of the Sonnel, which places Surrey before us, his head 
supported by his hand, immersed in thought, and looking pensively 
ri'oto the wall of his prison on the surrounding prospect, offers one of 
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those simple, but pleasing pictures whi«h, like ail drawn by m'rey's 
pen, are faithful and elegant representations of genuine feeling 
Nature. 
Line 7. Thejoll3t t'oes, the hateless short debate. 
«« Tbe bateless short debate,'" means, friendly emulation in those war- 
like sports and exercises, which were considered formerly, an essential 
part in the education of the children ofour nobility. The saine thought 
occurs detailed more at length in a subsequent poem. See N ° 
line 18, et seq. 
The "" jol|y woes" Surrey speaks of, are "" those amatory sorrows, 
which, however a subject of complaint, are in reality a source of en- 
ioyment:" The expression, like the " dolci guai,'" the "Jèra dol«ezza," 
of the Ita]ians, is in false taste. Ail such combinations of the extremes 
of opposite feelings, or qualities, may fir a moment amuse the fancy, 
but can never interest the feelings. 
Chancer had good sense enough to disapprove the expression, for 
he purs it into the mouth of Pandarus, evidently to ridicule it, with 
other similar conceits. Troi|us having written aletter to Cressida, 
entrusts it to Pandarus, who in giving it to his Niece, 
..... gan to ape, and said, "" I wis mine heart, 
"" So fresh it is, although it sore smart, 
"" I may hot sleep never a Mayès morrow 
"" I bave ajolly woe, a lusty sorrow." 
Troil.  Cress. B.H. ver. 109ô. 

Line 8. Tbe rakehell lire, that longs to love's disport. " 
Rakehell, or, as itis sometimes spelt, rakil, a raklê, means, " rash, 
inconsiderate, careless." It seems synonymous with recMess. Thus 
Troilus, making his love for Cressida an incitement to virtue, 
........ in himselfwith manhood gan restrain 
Each rakill deed, and each unbridled chere. 
Troi. and Cress. Booi III. ver. 420. 
Where Urry relis us one MS. reads, 
Each rechless deed. 



s SURREY. 

St) in anolher passage in tbe saine poem, 
For every wight Chat hath an home to found, 
He tnneth hOt che work for to begin, 
V ith rakii hand. Book I. ver. 10ôô. 
Rokeheli is still emph,yed as a substantive to describe a person of a 
(.«lre]ess and disordel'ly lit.e. 
Longs stand for belongs, an ellipsis frequent with our early poets, 
who used indiscriminately 'troyed, "proach, "fiez,e; for destroyed, ap- 
proach, believe, &c. The meaning of che whole line is, " such a care- 
less and iuconsiderate mode of lire, as belongs to loyers." 

Line 9, 10 ..... the hc««ry charge of care 
ttcapt in mj breast, breaksj'orth .... 
The thought in these lines is bovrowed from Chaucer. Troilu, 
ahout to lose Cressida, is thus described : 
...... this woeful man 
Upon his bedd6s side adown him set, 
Full like a dead image, both pale and wan, 
And in his breast che heaped woe began. 
Out l, urst ...... Troil. , Cress. B. II5. !. 233. 
Sackville has adopted/he idea, in his Complaint of the Duke of Buck- 
ingham. 
Such heaps of harms upharbour'd in his breast. 2lir.for 34agù.fo. 219. 

Line 11. In sm;ky sighs chat over.-cast che air. 

The expression in this line is inelegant, and the hyperbole extrava- 
gant. Surrey suffered himse|f to be betrayed into the use of Che lat- 
ter l) bis partiality to his toaster Petrarch ; 
I' ho pien di spir quest" aer tutto. Sort. 247, Parte 2 a" p. 208. 
In like manner Sackville was led to copy Surrey. 
With smoke of sighs sometime I might behold 
The place all dira'd, like to the morning mist. 
Compl. of D. of Buckingham. Mie.for zIagiz, fol 222. 
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In a subsequent passage he borrows the very expression. 
So strove he thus awhile as wifla flae deafla, 
Now pale as lead, and cold as any stone ; 
Now st, iii as calm, now storming forth a breath 
Of smoky sighs, ll.id, fol. 224. 

Line 1°. _My vapour'd eyes nch dreay tears distil. 
By vapour'd eyes, Surrey probably meant to describe that sort of 
misty appearance which diras the eye, afer long weeping. The thought 
is given more at length in a Sonnet imitated ri'oto Petrarch, and 
printed in the Nugoe Antiquoe, l'ol. I. p. 194, Ed. 177. The loyer 
upbraiding his eyes as the cause of his sorrow sass , 
Vet shall ye be, ye shall it hOt withstand, 
With weeping tears that shall make dira your sight i 
And misty clouds shall hang still in your light. 
Though the expression is one certainlv of no pavticu!ar elegance or 
propriety, Surrey uses it again in his Sonnet on the dealh of XVyatt, 
p. 4. l. 13. and it has round an imitator, hot only in Turberville, but 
in Sackville, who describing the Duke of Buckingham in his Induction 
says» that he 
Oft spread his arms, stretch'd hands he joins as fast, 
With rueful chere, and vapoured eyes upcast. Mit.for Magis. fol. 9,13. 

Line 13. The tender spring uhich 7ui«ken u'here th«qj'dl. 

Are we to understand that Surrey's tears added freshness to the 
verdure of the Spring ; or, quickened the flowing of the streams into 
which they fell ? Dreaty tears, in the line preceding, is a combination of 
thought neither to be approved nor imitated. The whole passage is 
o-erstrained» and altogether unwortby Surrey's chaste and simple pen. 

N  XII. Page 1. 
Puttenham ascribes this Sonnet to "d,yatt, _4rt of Eng. Poesi¢, p. 186, 
but does hot mention any authority for doing so. It is a translation 
of one by Petrarch. 
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Pommi ove '1 Sol occide i fiori e 1' erba ; 
0 dove rince lui '1 ghiaccio e la neve : 
Pommi or' è '1 carro suo temprato e leve ; 
Ed or' è chi cel rende, o chi cel serba : 
Pointu" in umil fortuna, od in superba; 
Al dolce aere sereno, al fosco e greve : 
Pommi alla notre; al dl lungo, ed al breve; 
Alla matu,'a «tare, od ail' aeerba : 
Pomm' in eielo, od in terra, od in abisso, 
In alto poggio, in valle ima e palustre : 
Libero spirto, od a' suoi membri affisso: 
Pommi con fama oscura, o con illustre, 
Sar6 quai fui : vi,rb coin' io son visso, 
Continuando il mio sospir trilustre. Parte Prima, 
Petrarch borrowed his idea from these lines of Horace. 
Pone me, pigris ubi nuila campis 
Arbor oestivâ recreatur aurâ : 
Ouod latus mundi, nebuloe, malusque 
Jupiter urger: 
Porte sub curru tfimium propinqui 
Solis, in terrâ domibus negat: 
Dulce ridentem Lalagen amabo, 
Dulce loquentem. Lib. L Ode 22. 

Son. 115. 

Line3. In temperate heat, z«here he is felt and seen. 
The most obvious meaning of these words is, " In those temperate 
climates, where the warmfl, of the sun is felt, but the fervor of his 
heat is hot such as prevents his been looked upon." But it may be said, 
that the sun is in no climae an object the ese can endure to look at. 
Perhaps therefore the sense may be ; " V'here not only the influence 
of the sun is felt, but his glorious orb beheld  i. e. in a clear unclouded 
atnmsphere." To this interpretation it might be objected, hat he saine 
idea is repeated in the serenth verse. Probably the ambiguity of the 
passage arises from the ambiguity of the word seen; the uncertain use 
of wbicb has occasioned trouble to commentators. 8ee note on Amiens' 
Song in As you like It, .dot II. ste. 7. 
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I apprehend the word seen was employed formerly to denote the 
perception of objects generally, and hot solel b that perception of them 
which is obtained through the medium of sight; the sense to which it 
is now restricted. Thus in the song in Love's Labour's Lost, 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unseen 'gan passage find. lct II . sc. 3. 
Where the meaning of the word evidently is " unpereeived, impereep- 
tibly." Yet this hardly aflbrds any solution to the ditt]eulty belote us. 
" Felt, and perceived," is a tautology, hot tobe tolerated, even in a 
writer less elegant and correct than Surrey. 

Line 4. In presence prest of people mad, or wise. 
As the meaning of "prest" is, I believe, unitbrmly, "ready, l)rompt, '" 
I know hOt how to understand he expression "presence prest." It tan 
hardly be ruade to signify " a thick throug:" if it couhl, the sense 
of the passage would be obvious. Perhaps the line is corrupt: there is 
nothing in tbe original that corresponds to it. The line in Petrarch 
Ed or' è chi cel rende, o chi cel serba. 
i. e. " Either in the V'est, where the sun on quitting us is lodged ; or it 
the East, from whence he is restored to us again." 

Line 6. In longest d«y or in the shortest night. 

Selden proposes to read : 
In longest day or in the longest night. 
The reason for making the alteration is obvious. Surrey means to 
say: " Vhether in Summer, or in gVinter." But the longest day and 
the shortest night, instead of marking two distinct seasons, mark one 
and the saine. The repetition of the word " iongest," is however harsh 
and inelegant. It might be easily aroided, as thus: 
In longest day or in the darkest night. 
The Italian expresses more than the translation. 
By nighti or day, whether it be long, or short. 

VOL. II. I 
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Line 13, 14. llers u'ili I be, &e. 
Surrey in these conclading lines departs, for manlfest reasons, from 
lhe original. Petrarch's reference to a passion of fifteen years dura- 
tion wouhl hot bave been applicable to Sur'ey's case. From these 
variatlou we collect for certain, that Surrey's translations from Pe- 
lrarch were not poetic exercises for the improvement of style. They 
oqginated in the genuine impulse of feeling, and are descriptive of a 
real passion. 

N ° Xlll. Page 1. 
"Fhis sonnet is imitated from the following little ode of Petrarch, 
 herein he expostulates with Laura for constantly wearing a veii, 
 h;«h deprived him of the pleasure of contelnplating ber beauty. 
Lassare il velo o per sole, o per ombra, 
D«,nna, non vi vid" io, 
Poi che'n me conosceste il gran desio 
Ch" ogni altra volia dentr' al cor mi sgombra. 
blentr" io portava i be" pensier celati, 
C' hanno la mente desiando morta, 
Vidivi di pietate ornare il volto: 
1Ma poi, ch" Amor di me ri fece accorta, 
Fur" i biondi capel]i allor velati, 
E1' anaoroso sguardo in sè raccoho. 
Ouel che più desiava in vol' m' è toltoi 
Si mi governa il elo, 
Che per mia morte ed al caldo, ed al gielo, 
De" be" vostr' occhi il dolce lume adombra. Canz. I. p. 8. 
.ul'rey'S imilathu is much inferlor |o the origlna|: it is indeed one of 
his wor.t productions: the versification is har.h: the language ine|e- 
gant, and .-o obscure, lhat I qln'ehend some lies must be corrupt. 
Vhereas, Petrarch's ode l'anks anaong lais best performances. 
lXla poi ch' Amor di me ri fece accorta, 
Fur' i biondi capelli allor velati 
E 1' amoroso sguardo in sè raccolto» 
is a passage containing such a nice selection and arrangement of words, 
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united such a delicate flow of harmony, as it is hot possible fo trans- 
late without injm'y. 

Line '2.. lier cornet black. 
It is difficult to say what wa the preclse fovm ot'lhe he«d-dress here 
menioned. From Ducange we learn, that the corut was of great «nti- 
quity: that it x'as used by men. as well as xame; and h:d more than 
once atlracted the censures of the church, when worn hy ecclesiastics; 
ho, it seem, were fond of wearing it, that they might appear more 
like " seculm'es et gallardi, quam pve»yteri seu clerici." See Da«angt 
on the word " Cornera." The naine w« derived ri'oto the horns or 
points hto hich this head-dress was cut. 
Me. Douce, whose readiness fo communicate the rations intbrma- 
tion he possesses every one that knows him must admire, ha sug- 
gested, that the Crnet alluded to by Surrey may be derived ri'oto 
couronne, or coronette, and consequently mav m«au :mv head-dves 
whatever, with a hood or veil, or «imph, depending, lte tell me Sir 
Thomas Ellot mentions the "' ('orner" as that, vhich ,æ gentlewomen 
use on their heads:" but says that no fm'ther infi»rmation is fo he 
gained concerning it, either in the pas»age quoted, o" the glos«aries of 
the times. Mr. Douce adds, that the head-«h'ess itself, called Cornet, 
is distinct from those ends of any Imt or cap hatever, called equally 
cornets, which hung down on each side, tbr the purpose of thstening 
under the chin. In a whimsical book, entitled the Fop's Dictionary, 
4  1690, these cornets are said  be ,æ the upper piuner dangling 
about the cheeks, like hounds eau's." 

Line 1. So does tlds cornet gorern me. 
This use of the word goz'ern is inadmissible in our language. Surrey 
attempted to introd uce it from the ltalian, where it means conciar male, 
to ez'il entreat, as our old phrase expresses it. 
E chi de' nostri Duci, che' n duro astro 
Passar 1" Euphrate, fece '1 mal governo. 
Petrarca Trionfo de la Fama, cap. 2, l. 127. 
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" And him, who so erill.q entreated out" leaders, who under an inauspi- 
clous star, cr«»ssed the Euphrates." 
In like manner Dante 
Tu te ne porti dt costui l' etemo, 
Per una lagrimetta, che "1 mi toglie: 
Ma i' farb dell altro, alto governo. Purgat. Canto 5, v. 1. 
' 1),» thou," says the Angel of Darkness, conending with a good An- 
gel tbr the body of Jacobo del Cassero, «' Do thou take his eternal part, 
his soul, vhlch the tear of penitence he shed deprives me of: his other 
part, his body, shall receive ri'oto me a diflrelt sort of treatment." 

N «' XIV. Page 14. 
q'he e,l and 31 quartos alone preserve the naine of the person to 
hmn this sonnet was addressed. Ail the other editions, instead of 
" Now, certes! (Jarret," (li,e 9) read " Now, certes ! Lad?l.'" 
The importance of the ,'eading given in the text has been noticed 
in the observatio,s prefixed to Poem, N" VIII. at page °.3. It was 
the,'e shewn, that the usual way in hich the Fitz-Gerahl fatnily 
wr,te their na,ne vas Gaffer; ad that tbe Fait- Gerahline's sister was 
called the Lady Ma,'garet Garret. However strange therefore it may 
uppear to us, that the Lady Elizabeth Fitz-Gerald, ri'oto her extreme 
ymtth, shoohl bave beeq an olOect of serious attachment to Surrey; 
this s«»n»et addressed by naine to her, for to no one else of her family 
cm,bi it bave been addressed, establi»hes the fact itself beyond the 
possibility of dot,bt. 

Line 4. llow thou «rt ruade to show ber greatest skill. 
This thought, though suflqciently obvious, might have been sug- 
gested by the following passage from Petrarch: 
Chi vuol veder quantunque pu'o Ntura 
E '1 Ciel tra noi, venga a mirar costei. Son. 210. Parte Prima. 
Or perhaps by this, in which the saine idea is given with greater detail. 
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In quai parte del Ciel', in quale idea 
Era 1' esempio onde Natura toise 
O.uel bel viso leggiadro, in ch' dla volse 
lllr, strar qu%iù, quanto lassù potea. 

Son. 126. Parte Prima. 

Line 4, &c. ll'hose hidden virtues are m,t so unknown, 
B,tt lively domes mtht gathcr, &c. 
Dome, or doom, eonstantly occur among out" earlv wvltevs tbr 
«'judgment," meaning eqnally a decision ruade, and the operation of 
the mind that makes it. 
" Theve is, to my de»ne, no man but that he may, bv reading of 
this work, get right reat knowlede, l'r«fftce to ¢,-wrs ('olès.'io 
«lmantis ed. 158. And thus in Chanter: 
In termès had he case, and domès ail, 
That fro" the rime ofKing XVil. weren fall. Cant. Tale.ç, t'tf. 325. 
The expression, livelq domes, theref«we signifies, "' persons of qui«k and 
accu,'«te jndgment.'" "Fhe meaning of the passage is lift»: '« From 
your exterm! beauty, th:,t gohlen gift give yon by N, ture, every one 
ho sees you is en,bled to form a just judgment uhat ought to be 
the moral graces of y«mr dislmsiti«m : fiw u here I»ean/y is perfect in 
the outward appearanee, the soul is e er round te» ct»rrespond in ail the 
loveliness of virtne." 
This idea, pleasiug, hut. alas how thll,ci«ms, i l»«wvowed ri'oto the 
Platonle sehool. The d«»etrines of that sehool, cm the subject of 
and Beauty, were derived to ns tom the Italian vriters. "Fhe genet'al 
out]ine of those «hwtri»es is give novhere more e]egantly than in l]le 
" " ' Cottttter: (a u 
conclu»lori of Castglone s ' "" ork justly cottsidered, in ils 
kind, the mot perfeet attd pleasi»g ever written) vhere the »nhject of 
Love belng t- be treated of with seriousness and dignity, the «liseourse 
with great lwopriety is put into the month of ]Iemlo. Ile thns de]i- 
ver hinself on the point in qnestion. " lfieo che da Ifio nasce 1¢ bel- 
lezza, ed è corne cireoio di eni la bontà è il eentro : e pet'rb, et»trie non 
pu?» esser eireo]o senza centro, non ptd» esser bellezza senza bontà. 
Onde rare volte mala anima habita bel eorp»; e perei;» la hellezza 
estrinseea è veto segno della bonth intrinseea: e lei eorpi è impressa 
quella grazia più e meno, quasi per un carattere dell' anima per 1o 
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quale essa estrinsecamente è conosciuta,'" &c. Il Cortegiano, Lib. IF. 
l-oL I[. p. i 86, ed. di 3li/ano 1803. 
But it rnay be ju«tly thought superfluous to refer to Italian  riters 
for information. We shal| find lhe xvhole systern explained ith ail 
the perspicuity so wihl a speculatio» will adroit, and adorned with ail 
the charms of poetry in Spenser's four llymns on Love and Beauty. 
See Todd's Ed. l-oL I 1II. p. 13 to '270. On the subject immediately 
under consideration, Spenser says, 
...... cery Spirit, as it is most pure, 
And hath in it the more of heavenly light; 
So it the fairer body doth procure 
To habit in; and it more fairly dight* 
\Vith chearful grace, and amiable sight. 
For of the soul, the body fi»rm doth take; 
For soul is tbrm, and doth the body make. 

Therefore, xvhere-ever that thou dost behold 
A comely corpse, with beauty fair endued, 
Know this fi,r certain, that the saine doth hold 
A beauteous Soul, with fair conditions theu'ed,'f 
Fit fo receive tbe seed of lïrtue stren'ed. 
For ail that fair is» is by nature good : 
That is a sign to know the gentle blood. 
Hymn in Honour of Beauty. 
The twelfth of these lines bears so much resemblance to lhis of Sur- 
rey's, " ll'here Beaut!/ so ber peJCt seed bath sown," we might be tempted 
suspect Spenser had it i,t view. That these hymns of Spenser, than 
svhich our la»guage conlains nothing more trul) poetical, or more de- 
serring admiration, »houh| be so little rend, and so seldom noticed, 
forms one of those many instances of neglect, fiw which no adequate 
reason can be assigned; and has at ail times been to writers of genius 
cause of melancholy animadversion and com plaint. 

. And doth so much the more fairly dothe it. 
"I" Endued with virtuous dispositions. The substantive theu,s, whence the verb is 
formed, means, "" the natural disposition of the mind;'" always, I believe, in a good 
sense, when taken by itself. 
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0 !mil that any buds of Poesy, 
Yet of the old stock gin to shoot again; 
Or, it men's follies shall enforce to feign, 
And roll with rest in rhymes of ribaldry, 
Or, as it spring, it wither must again 
Tom Piper makes us better melody. 
Line 13. _But mercy him tlql.l)'i«n4 that doth thee serve. 
3ferct is here used as a verb: it mea,ls, "" to bave merc.¢ on." Out 
poets, previous to Surrey's rime, and eve long after, were fond of 
forming verbs from substantives anti adjectives. So \Vyatt: 
That l'olded straight the way then seek I how. p. ,54. 
....... This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks 
That Cleon's wii% &c. Pericles Pr. of T3tre , dot U 
The use of thls last word is smetioned by Xlilton. 
Th' earth cumber'd, and the wing'd air dark'd with plumes. Comus, v. 730. 
Often tto variation whvtever was ruade in the origim, l word. 
Patient, your Grace ; perhaps he liveth yet. 
Ferrer  Porrex, lct IV. sc. ii. 
And knows full well life doth but length his pain. 
Saekville's Induction. 
The filloning verbs oecur in Chaucer: to nlght, Troil. 6" Cres. 
B. 1-. '. 515 : to cohl, ibid. ",'. 535 ; to fast, (to faste») ibid. v. 073 ; to 
false, ibid. B. III. v. 785 : to new, ibid. v. $5;. 51ost of the verbs of 
this sort have been deservedly abandonetl: some few remain sanc- 
tioned by custom. It is hoped that love of novelty, anti vhat i hardly 
less fatal to languages, care]essness in composition, mav hot lead to 
.attempt the introduclitm of more. 

N ° NV. Page 14. 

The generally receîvetl opinion coucerning this P, wm is. that it was 
writen by Surte3r during his contiuement in February, or Match 1543, 
at SVindsor, where he had been committed prisoner for having eaten 
flesh in Len% contrar3r to a Royal proclamation of the b'ear preceding. 
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This accourir of Surrey's imprisonment at Vindsor, tests on the 
autbority of ,Vood, III, crut. Oon. Fol. l. p. 68. 'ith him it was, l 
belles'e, s«»lely a conjecture built on a passage in Herbert's Life of 
Henry t!e Eighth, p. 561 ; but the cmjecture offering a plausible so- 
lulion of what was otherwise a difliculty, it was naturally adopted by 
,cil sequenl Commentators. 
That Surrey was brou«ht befi',re the Privv. Council for havi»g eaten 
flesh in Lent, lu 1.543, is truc: and equally so, that he was then com- 
mitted by order of tbe saine Cuncil to close cmfiuement; but the 
offence that occasioncd his commitment was hot the eating ttesb, as is 
alleged, (ri»r he shewed he had a licence for so doing) but ail offence 
«»fa very ditlrent nature. The rime also of his commitment was April» 
uot Febr.ary» or Match ; and the place hOt Vindsor castle, but the 
l:leet. Ail these points will be clearly proved by the following extract 
I bave becu lwrmitted to make fr«nn the Privy Council Ordcr Book. 
'" At St. James» the first day of April 1593. 
"' The Earl «nf .qurrey bei»g sent tbr to appear before the Council, 
" was charged by the said presence, as well of eati»g ttesh, as of a lewd, 
' aud uuseenly manner of walking in the night about the streets» and 
'" breaking with stoue-bows of certain windows. And touching the 
' eating of ttesb, be alleged a licence, albeit he had not so secretly 
"' used the saine as appertained. .And toucbiug the stone-bows he 
" couhl hOt deny but be had very evii doings therein; subtnitting 
'" himself therefore to such pulfisbment, as should to them be thought 
"' good. Vhereul)on be was committed to the Fleet." 
As no subsequent order of Council appears for Surrey's removal to 
,Vindsor, we must couclude that the Fleet was the sole place of his 
confinement at that rime, and for the orfence the specified. 
The real time and occasion of Surrey's being a prisoner at Windsor 
seems to be clearly ascertained by tbe following orders of Cuncil. 
" At Asher the 13th of July 1541-, 
" A Ictter was sent to the X, Varden of the Fleet, for to receive the 
«' Earl ofSurrey ; to remain there prisoner during the Kiug's pleasure; 
" having two of his servants to attend upon him, and to surfer none to 
" resort to banquet with him." 
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On the first of the next month the ensuing Order occurs. 
" A letter was sent to the Varden of the F|eet to repair to the 
Court on Saturday next ensuing the date hereof, and to bring with 
him the Earl of Sllrrey. 
"" At ,Vindsor the first of August." 

lmmediately after we meet the following entry. 

" Henricus Cornes de Surrey ........ Domino Regi x Mili. Marc : 
« solvend: Domino Regl, Rc. 
'« The condition of this recoguisance is such, as if the aboçe bounden 
" Earl of Surrey do, neitherbv himself, |lin sert'ants, or any other al his 
" procurement, any bodily displeasure, either by word or deed, to John 
" à Leigh, Esquire, or to any other of his, his, Rc.or else, gcc. 
" Al V(ind._-«.r the 5th of August." 

"Vhat the cause of" this quarrel between Surrey and John " Leigh 
was, whether it arose from persolml insult, or antient rivalry, no tra- 
dition is preserved that wili enable us lo conjectnre. VTe shouid even 
be ignorant who this 3ohn " Leigh was, did ot an Order in the Coun- 
cil Book of Edward tlle Vith infi»rm us, that he was a gentleman of 
Stockwell, in Middlesex : that he had been committed to the Fleet for 
some misdemeanor, and was iiberated only on findingbail for¢'-o,O00; 
ami hinding himself for a certain period llOt fo quit the kingdom. The 
Order is dated July °_0, 1547. 
From the above extracts, therefore, il seems clear that the date 
usually assigned the poem before us cannot be correct; and that il 
must have been written, not in 1543 but 1541. 
If il be objected that, according to this statenlent, Surrey could not 
bave been COlfined at ,Vindsor more than two Ol- three days, w'hich 
hardly leaves sufficient lime for the writing the poem, I would suggest, 
there is nothing in the poem that requiresit to bave been the result of 
study and reflection ; nothing wh|ch the first sight of the surrounding 
objects might not have suggested. Surrey at ail limes wrote with ra- 
pidity; and in lhis instance he may be supposed to have finished at 
leisure, what had been only rough]y sketched al first, on the imlvaise 
of the moment. See Note, line 1» 
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Surrey's commitment to the Fleet for "" breaking windows with a 
stone-bow," i.e. a cross-bow, having been accidentally mentioned, it 
will be proper to add, that the offence did hot originate, as mîght be 
»upposed, in childish levity of disposition, or disorderly habits ; but in 
feelings that mark in the strongest manner Surrey's seriousness in 
points of religiou, and the romantic turn of his mind. 
Surrey had heen long disgusted at the vices, and pride of the Lori- 
don citizens, and had reproved tbem, probably i. those pieces, which 
uow unfortunately are lost, entitled, " Exhortations to the Ctizens of 
London." Perceiving his remonstrances to be of no avail, Surrey's 
lively fancy suggested the singular expedient in question ; intend- 
ing to remind the careless citizens, that the punishment denounced 
against sin, though long delayed, shall finally be executed; that it 
cometh " snddcnly, like a thief in the night:" and that it wil final 
the offender though concealed in the '« secret recesses of the cham- 
ber." Ail this we learu ri'oto a curious litte poem written by Surrey 
at the rime, in xx'hich having declared that his sole object was to mark 
his hatrcd of the corruptions be witnessed, he adds ; 
In secret silence of the night, 
Th[s ruade me with a reckIess breast 
To wake thy sluggards with my bow  
A figure of the Lord's behest, 
Whose scourge for sin the Scriptures shew 
That as the fearful thunder clap 
]y sudden flame at hand we know ; 
Of pebble-stones the sound-less* rap, 
The dreadful plague m[ght make thee sec 
Of God's wrath, that doth thee enwrap. 
From the Harington 2118. No. 2. fol. 49. 
 oung ,Vyatt assisted Surrey in this singular attempt to enforce 
reformation, le was puuished for it hy being eommitted first to 
the Counter, and afterwards to the Tower. 
A copy of tbe Poem before us will be round in the Nugze Antique, 
l'ol. L p. 189. Ed. 1769. It contains but few vm'ying readings. 

* Probably, "" sounding." The p;ece is printed in Park's Ed. of the Nugoe An- 
tiquoe, Fol. ll. p. 33Ô, 
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Liue 1. So cruel prisou how could betide, alas! 
.4s p'oud llïmlsor. ..... 
The supposition that Suvrey was, in the strict meaniug of the 
words, imprisoned at IVindsot', is attended with mauy diffieulties; 
one of whieh arises ri'oto the eireumstanee of his ha'iug eutet-ed iuto 
reeognizanee there; for l be|ieve reeognizances to keep the peaee are 
never taken but at the iibevation of a prisouev. We may suppose, 
therefore, that Surrey, though treed ff'oto close eonfiuemenl, was 
nevertheless ordered to remain a certain rime at "Viudsor iu a state of 
restraint, forbidden to go beyond the walls of the Castle, and pro|ri- 
bited the Royal Presenee. 
This conjecture seems eonfirmed by a lelter of Surrey's lweserved 
among the Harleian I,ISS. N ° 78 ; in which he addresses the Lol'ds of 
the Privy Council, on the subject of lais beiug "" committed to a noi- 
some prison, whose pestilent airs were hot unlikely to bvi»g some 
alteration of health." His offence he specifies tobe, the having, in 
the thoughtlessness of youth, " rashly adventured his simple body in 
the revenge of aprivate quarrel:" and in conclusion he says, «' May 
it please your good Lordships, to be suitors to the Kiug's Majesty on 
my behalf, as well for his favour, as my liberty ; or else at the least (if 
lais pleasure be to punish this over-sight with the tbrbearing of his 
presence, (which) tlnto every loving subject, specially unto me, ...... 
cannot be less counted than a living death), yet it would please him 
to command me into the country, to some place of opeu ait-, with iike 
restraint of libevty, there to abide his Grace's pleasuve." 
The letter xvill be found entire in Park's Ed. of R/al & Nob. _4uth. 
lZl. I. p. 75. The title indeed purports it to bave been written tom 
the Tower; which refers us to the rime of Snrrey's imprisonment, 
previous to his execution in 1546. But I ara disposed to think, from 
infernal evidence, that the lettel- ought to be referred to the occasion 
belote us. This admitted, all dlfficulties are removed. Surrey is com- 
rnitted in the first instance to the Fleet : he petitioned to be removed 
thence into some place of milder confinement in the country: he is 
removed fo Windsor and ordered to remain in a state of restraint, 
though hot of positive imprisonment. But an unexpected circum- 
stance renders Windsor more insupportable, even than the Fleet. The 
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well-known eene reminds him of past bappiness, disappointed hnpes, 
and a departed friend. These l'ecollections are so l)ainful, tha! he for- 
gets the miseries of the dungeon from which he had been liberated, 
and giving a'ay to the impMse of feeling, exclaims, '" VChat prison 
could bave been devised so cruel as this !" 

Line 3. IVith a Ki,g's son m chihlish years did pass. 
These words probahly gave fise o the opinion tha Surrey was etht- 
eated at V(ind.-or wih the Duke of Richmond. Tha this opinion is 
e,'roneous, has been shewn above. I wouhl remark, however, on the 
p«,ssage hefore ,s, hat it i.- mueh oo general to authorise the inferenee 
drawn ri'oto il. The expressions used d« hot imply tha Surrey passed 
ail the vears of his ehihlhood at 'Vindsor, but part of/hem, oeçasion- 
ally, and sueh parts as were given to ann[sement, and holiday. Had he 
heen really edueated at 'Vindsor, is it probable that Surrey, who was 
an elegant seholar and delighted in learning, would bave omitted ail 
reference to what must bave fiwmed the leading circumstance of his 
re»idenee there, and hare endeared it to him .9 But Surrey does hot in 
the most distant manner allude to obje«ts of literary pursuit. The 
only referenee he makes is to rime spent in feasts, and amusements; 
anti those t«o, such as belonged fo a more advanced period than that 
of chihlhood, in chihlhood, Surrey eannot, with any propriety at least, 
be supposed to have taken his part in jousts on the " gravel ground," 
with his "' Mistress's sleeve tied on is helm;'" much less to have been 
occupied in endeavouring to «»btin the fa,our o" " Ladies brigbt of 
h,e," "raid stately seats, and dances, with words and Iooks that might have 
softened even tigers: neither couhl he then bave known any thing of 
" those easy sighs, sm'h asfoks draw in love;" or of tender confidences 
nmde in secret groves, " resounding u'ith is pleasant plaint," and his 
51istress' praise. "Ihese are neitber the occupations» the pleasures» 
nor the remini,cences of chihihood ; but they are precisely those of 
one  hose "' tender Ibnbs wereet sbooting up in h'ngth;" that is, of one 
ni:«rly attaining to manho»dl the period when I suppose Surrey's in- 
timacy ws greatest with the D«ke of Richmond, the friend of his 
youth ; namely, from 1534 ,,util 1536, the time of the Duke of Rieh- 
monds death. Richmond then was ettering his eighteenth and Surrey 
his nineteenth ) ear. 
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Shouhl it he thought that the expression «« «hildish years." militates 
aginst the foregoing conjecture; I ,«ouhl suggest, that as the ord 
« Chihl'" was used to describe, hot solely a chihl, merely such in point 
ofyears : but any young person ,»f noble birth professing arms ; so the 
adjective, childish, might bave a larger meaning fi»rmerly ban i. now 
given it, and be applicable not «»ly to the period imnediately conse- 
quent on chihlhood, but the wh«le interval up to ma»hood. 
The use of the substantive Cihl in the above se»se is rery coin- 
mon. It frequently occurs lu Spenser, a«l in out ancient Romances 
and Baltads. Chihl Waters, and the Child of Èlle, vill iustantly pre- 
scrit lhemselres to lhe Reader's recollection. Sec .Note at p. 54, lol. 11I. 
of Rcl. of.4nc. Poet. i believe, however, /bat the definition there 
given of the word Ciid, as designating " a person of ndie birth, who 
had hot attained to kni$hthood, but was caudidate fiw that honour," 
is inaecurate. 
The names which designated the eandidates ri»r knighthood wcre 
Valet, Escuier, Damoiseau, and Bachelor. The two last marked, if 
I mi.take hot, some gradation, and gave a proportionate deg,'ee of tank 
among the Valets. Neither of the above titles, however, was to be 
assumed, until tbe probationary, whatever uere his tank or bir/h. 
had served as Page. The laws of knighthood required that everv can- 
didate should serve set'en years a Page, and seven more as a Valet. 
As for the terre Çhild, in Latin I,ff.ns and Puer, this was emph»yed 
to describe those noblenen, who, eilher from being min«»'s, or for 
some other cause, had hot become actual imssessors of their fiet. 
Thus Frederick, son to the Emperor Henry the Secoud,  ho was to 
succeed to the kingdom or Apulia and Sicily, in right of lai: motl,er, 
was called " the Child of «lpulia." And thus, Henry /he Tbird is 
cailed by Guillelmus Brito "the Child of Englaml :'" because, th,,ugh 
actuaily seated on the throne, and ab.»ut the age of eighteen or nine- 
teeu, he had hot been declared formally out of his minority. 
'" Surfer hot thyseif to taste repose," sa)s B,'ito, addressing Louis 
the Eighth, in the conclusior o his poem, " until the Child of Eng- 
land yield to thee those dominions, he bas no right to retain.'" 
Non tibi des requiem, donec Puer zlnglicus armis 
Victa, q.fibus nil juris habet, tihi sceptra resignet. 
Phi@. Lib. XII. apud Du Chesne & ript. Hist. Fran. Vol. V. t. 
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Instances no doubt might be adduced, in which the word would 
appear used hot in the precise sense assigned above. Perhaps this seem- 
ing inaccuracy arises froln our ignorance of distinctions that were once 
thmiliar. Be this as it may, though the title " Child," should some- 
times be round applied indiscriminately to such as had received 
knighthood, 1 believe it is never used to describe those who were only 
Valets, or candidates for knighthood. See Ducange's Glossarl , on the 
words lujàus, and l-aleti : Roq«e,]brt's Glossaire de la Langue Romaine; 
and De la Palaye, Hist. de la Cleralerie, Fol. I. Part I. 
It may seem almost superfluous to observe, that the term Infant is 
still employed to denote the heir apparent to the throne in Spain. 

Line 6. T6e large green courts where we were wont to bore. 

To bore, signifies to linger about a place in expectation, or hope. 
When Cressida was about to depart for the Grecian camp, Troilus 
.... at flac gate thereas she should outride 
XVith certain folk he hoved her to abide. Book F. ver. 33. 
The word occurs used in precisely the saine sense by Gow. er. 
\|exander seelng Diogenes sitting in his tub : 
..... what it meant 
He would witte, and thither sent 
A Knight by whom he might it know, 
And he himself that ilke throu'e * 
Abode, and hoveth there still. Coressio Amantis, Book III. 
Thc following passage froln Pierce Plowman will prove that the act 
,f hovering, or lingering about the courts, in the expectation, or the 
hope of a fee, was hot unknowl to the lawyers of former days. 
Yet hored therc an hundred in î hownes of silk ; 
Serjeants it beseemed, that serven at the bar, 
Pleyten  for penies, and pounds the law ; 
And not fbr the love of our Lord, tmclosen deir lips once. 
Pierce Plowman's Vision, Ed. 1..561. 

* The came terre. "1" Perhaps, "" gownes."  Pie.ad. 
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Line 7. l[ïth eyes cast up into the maiden's tou'er. 
The Nuge Antiquoe reads 
.....  " unto the maiden's tower." 
By the maiden's tower we are to understand hot tbe keep, or don- 
jon of the Castle, frequently called the Maiden-tower, but that part of 
the Castle where the ladies of the Court had their apartments. 

Line 8. _lnd easy sig,hs, such as folk draw in love. 
This is a very elegant and happy expression, but it is borrowed 
from Chaucer. Troilus, fully asstred of Cressida's attachment, i. 
thus described : 
...... full an hundred times gan he sike (sigh) 
Not such sorrowful sighès as men make 
For woe, or elles when that folk be sike (sick ;) 
But eas/sighs, such as been to like. Troil.  Cress. B. III. v. 1366. 
That is, '" Such enviable sighs as corne lightly from the heart, not 
labouring under the pressure of sorrow : but swelling with hope and 
tenderness, and every gent|e feeling." 

Line 13. The pahne-play, where despoiledJbr the gaine, 5c. 

The palme-play, is the Jeu de Paf me, or Tennis ; SOlnetimes called 
Tennis-play. The " leads above,'" may rnean lhe leads on the top of 
the Castle, from which the ladies hîheld the gaine, and nfight there- 
fore be said to "" keep :" for, though tennis is usnally played in covered 
courts, thîre is a sort of tennis played in the open air. If. hoxever, 
the word "' lead'" could be nnderstood of that gallery, or open cbam- 
ber, raised to a sufficlent height at one end of the court, where spîc- 
tators, and particularly ladies, might sec the gaine played in safety, 
the meaning of the passage would be nore obvieras. At ail events, the 
picture Surrey gives us of himselt; despoil«d (:pliato) stript for the 
gaine, looking at his Mistress with dazed eyes, and itt his auxiety to 
steal a glimpse of her face missing the ball he ought to return, is 
highl' pleasing, and drawn with those little touches of nature which 
alwa)'s eharacterize the writiags of a truc poet. 
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Line 17. The gravcl ground, with sleeves tied on the heim. 
The gravel ground is the space enclosed within the lists, made per- 
fectly level, and strewed with fine gravel or earth for the tilting; like 
the arena of the antients. The "" sleez, e tied fo the helm" alludes to the 
well-known practice among knights of old, of tying to their hehnets a 
sleeve, or glove, or any fa+cour received from their mistresses, which 
they wore, hot only in tilts and tournaments, but even in battle. In- 
stances of the cnstom will he found cited in the notes on Shakespear's 
Troilus and Cressida, dot I.. sc. . 
The reason why favours of this n:iture were sa anxiously sought 
for, and sa highly prized, is obvious. They g0+ce the "ser+tant d'amour," 
as the las, er was in consequence termed, an opportunlty of announcing 
triumpha»tly to the whole worhl, that his mistress had approved his 
passion. But vhy a .leeve should be of ail other favours that parti- 
cularly coveted, it is difflcult to say: the choice howe+cer once esta- 
blished, hecame general. 
Raoul «le Coucy having obtained an avowal of affection from the 
beautiful Gabrielle, and a promise of any pledge he would ask in proof 
of lier attahment, reqnested one of her sleeves, "that he might adora 
his arm with it at a Tournay the Sire de Coucy, his relation, intended 
to hold between La Fere and Vendreul.'" 2Iemoires su»" Raou! de Couc3/, 
i-ol. 1. p. 9°-. 
A lady's slee+ce worn on these occasions was considered to be sa 
powerfttl a charm, that the coutoEeous Knight regarded it, if he obtaine¢l 
the prize, as the sole cause of his success. Bayard, the famous Che- 
valier "' sans peur, et sans reproche," once held a tournament af Carig- 
nan in Piemont, in honour of La Dame de Fluxas, who had given him 
one of her sleeves to wear. Bayard was declared unanimously to have 
won the prize: but he modestlv declined taking it, alleging: "that 
tbe victory was owing solely to the virtue of the Lady's :Slee+ce." The 
sleeve ,vas consequently restored to La Dame de Fluxas, who took 
from it a ruby, +calued at on hundred ducats, and with her husband's 
permission gave it fo le Seigneur de 'Mondragon. the persan who had 
distingulshed hlmself next after Bayard. " A l'egard du manchon," 
she continued, '" puisqu' ainsi est que Monsieur de Bayard me fait ce 
bien de dire que mon manchon lui a fait gagner le prix, je le garde- 
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